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THIGKERY I 
Orator. — "It's in the woncrful insight inter 'uman nature that Dickens gets the pull oyer Thackerjr; but on t'other hand it's in the brilliant shafts 
o' satire, t'gether with a keen sense o' humour, that Dickery gets the pull over Thackins. It 's just this : Thicker/ is the humourist an' Dackens is the satirist 
But, after all, it 's 'Dsurd to instoot any comparison between Dackery and Thickens." * ^ fume ^^ (( ^^^j » 



The Unknown 
Genius's Diary. 

January. — Bless me ! 
Another year gone. That 's 
the forty-third I 've wasted. 
This must not go on : I must 
do something, and I must 
show them that I can. Hal 
ha! They will see. 

February.— Hang it, it's 
February. After all, it 's 
only a month lost. Still, a 
month is a month. Now for 
it. 

March. — It seems to me 
I could do almost anything 
if I settled down to it. Now 
let 's settle. 

April. — Well, I can't 
begin on the isL That 
would be rather too much of 
a joke. 

May. — « » * 

June.— I fell in love last 
month ; and this month — 

July.— * * » 

August. — » * * 

September.— I say, look 
here, you know ! time 's 
getting on. 

October. — I 've settled 
down to it now, in sober 
earnest. It is to be no 
ephemeral work, to be read 
lightly, cast aside, and for- 
gotten. 

November. — The friend 
I have read the first chapter 
to says it has all been dene 



SENTIMENTS OF THE SEASONS. 



A SPRING FANCY. 

Spinster Lady. — " I thought at first it was some silly young man serenading, but after all it 's 

that horrid, cruel, vivisecting doctor next door. It ought to be put a stop to ! " 



before. How is this? How 
dare anybody presume to 
forestall me ? 

December,— I see now 
that wasn't my line. Which 
is, though ? Next year 1 ! I . 

Things Hard to 
Believe. 

That persons who have 
red faces are invariably tee- 
totallers. 

That every income-tax re- 
turn is as true as Gospel. 

That Dr. Kenealy will 
never be heard of any more. 

That one's mother-in-law 
is a great addition to a house- 
hold. 

That a schoolmaster who 
flogs a pupil always feels it 
more than the boy does. 

That when the next rail- 
way "accident" happens, the 
directors will be tried for 
manslaughter. 

That the first snow which 
falls in London this winter, 
will be cleared away in less 
than a fortnight 

That means will be found 
of putting down wood pave- 
ment without choking people 
with the fames of boiling 
pitch. 

That the North Pole will 
not be reached one of these 
days, and that British sailors 
will not be the men to reach it. 
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PRECAUTION IS BETTER THAN CURE. 

Scene.— 7W potato fields divided by a hedge and stile. Time.— A morning after a night. 

Party WITH pipe (who has hern upbraided).—" Sure, an' its wrong ye are entirely, dariin'. Law, is it? An' didn't yt rasself say, take a nap for five 
minutes and then set to at them praties; an' was it any fault of mine, at all at all, if I fell off the stile taking the nap, and sine* f picked myself up agin haven't 
known which side of the fence I was on, and which was the field of praties I was to be after digging?" 



The Fiend Twin's 
Diary. 

January. — Am born. 
Didn't want to be. Object 
immediately as loud as I can. 
Younger brother born seven 
minutes later. Looks a fool, 
but may improve as he mel- 
lows with age. 

February.— Catch a cold. 
Give it to younger brother. 
He's sicklier than I am. 
Very nearly settles him. 

March. — Catch a nice 
rash. Pass it on to the other 
cove. Pretty well winds up 
his dock. 

April.— They've christ- 
ened us. I 'm Augustus and 
he's Alexander. Don't he 
look a ass of a Alexander. 
1 11 kick him when he sleeps. 

May. — Got the nettle 
rash. Hooray! So's he, 
only worse. 

June. — They don't think 
they '11 be able to rear him. 
He's to have cod -liver oil. 
Can't help laughing. 

July. — He? been squall- 
ing awfuL Norse says it's 
his nasty temper. I know 
it 's a pin, but I 'm not going 
to say. 

August.— We've got a 
new nurse who talks to tall 
soldier, and leaves perambu- 
lator baking in the sun. 
Alexander 's got a blister on 



SENTIMENTS OF THE 8EASON& 



THE SUMMER-TIME OF GOLDEN YOUTH. 

Smallest Small Boy. — " Does your guvnor know you smoke?" 

Largest Small Boy.— "No. Does yours?" 

Smallest Small Boy.—" Lor, bless you ! yes. He 's knowed it for years 1 ' 



his nose. They don't know 
what it is, and they 're going 
to give him a powder. 

September. — I've given 
him the scarlatina. He seems 
resigned. I've nailed his 
feeding-bottle. 

October. — I 've got anew 
game now. Poking Noah's 
wife into his ear, when the 
nurse ain't looking. 

November.— We're begin- 
ing to walk. He 's weaker on 
his pins than I am, so I can 
shove him over easy. 

December, — I 'm begin- 
ing to cut my first tooth. As 
soon as its through I've 
made up my mind to bite 
Alexander. 



Things to Bear in 
Mind. 

A VERY GOOD MOVE.— 

The removal of Temple Bar 
— (when it is done). 

How TO raise the Van- 
guard after all.— Bring it 
under the operation of the 
Winding-up Act> 

The most powerful 
engine in the world. — 
The beer-engine. 

A Knack everybody 

SHOULD TRY TO GET HOLD 

of. — The Alma - knack. 
(Judy's, of course ; there is 
no other worth mentioning. ) 
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In early Spring to thoughts of Love 
Your Simpson's fancy wanders, 

And yet he can*t make up his mind, 
He pauses while he ponders. 



SIMPSON'S SEASONS. 

The balmy Summer soon comes round, 

Sweet scents his senses tickle ; 
There 's something about Summer-time 

That makes your Simpson fickle. 



In Autumn-time the falling leaves 
Induce some deep reflection ; 

The only trouble that he has 
Is that of a selection. 



[snows,— 
Then Winter comes with frost and 

Say not he shall be chided ; 
Another year has gone, *t is true— 

And yet he 's undecided. 
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Sweet Sentiments 
fbr all Seasons. 

For January. — Beauti- 
ful, truly beautiful, are the 
feelings with which we wel- 
come the birth of another 
year ! What a great, what a 
glorious chance have we now 
before ns for turning over that 
"new leaf" we have put off 
turning over for so many pre- 
ceding years! Yea, verily, 
and how much we shall enjoy 
the turning over, now it has 
come ! Beautiful, indeed (as 
we have remarked before), 
beautiful are the feelings with 
which we welcome the birth 
of the New Year! Truly so; 
and how beautiful are the 
feelings with which we wel- 
come the bills of the old 
one! 

For February.— This is 



ft month possessing many 
advantages peculiar to itself. 
Some grumblers say the ad- 
vantages are too peculiar — 
heed them not; some people 
arejowureasonable. February 
is a great month for snow. 
How sweetly pretty is snow, 
and how truly nice it is being 
snowballed. How capitally, 
too, do the days in February 
"get out," and how pleasant 
it is— especially to people who 
don't like it— to feel that "as 
the days lengthen! the cold 
strengthens l" 

For March.— Tnis is, in- 
deed, the month of months! 
In this month look out for 
brisk ** seasonable " weather. 
Look out also your chest-pro- 
tector. The east wind in this 
month hath a merry time of 
it, truly so I There are some 
people, however, who object 
to the merry March wind. 
Fancy this ! But then some 
people are never satisfied. 

For April. — In this 
month expect much wet. You 
will not be disappointed. 
•'April showers bring forth 
May flowers." It is well to 
recollect this when you ven- 
ture forth in : your new hat, 
and umbrellaless. For what, 
indeed, is a hat more or less 
in the world in comparison 
with flowers, ever-beauteous 
flowers? How true is this — 
especially when it is not your 
own hat which is ruined. 

For May. —May is so 
called because the May 
mayn't flower tUl next month. 
There would appear to be a 
kind of joke, or waggishness 



AT THE BUSKIN. 11.30 P.M. 

WindN.E. byE. 

Light Comedy.—" Don't be off yet, Wiggins. Sit down and split a soda with me." 
Low Com. — "No, my dear boy, I can't indeed ; but I '11 tell you what I will do, though. 
If you '11 walk home my way, I '11 split a bronchitis with y<m I " 



here on the part ot this here 
month. Perhaps this is why 
it is called the merry month 
of May ? Maybe so. 

For June and July. — 
During these months summer 
is at its height. Beautiful, O 
be-autiful, and so precious is 
summer 1 What a nuisance 
it is, though, that there should 
be so precious little of it, and 
that it should go so quickly. 
•Verily, and in good sooth, 
is it a "summary proceed- 
ing." 

For August.— Delight- 
ful indeed are the thoughts 
which this month brings with 
it How delightful is the 
well-earned brief holiday you 
now take at the seaside ! So 
charming, too, when, in ad- 
dition to all the dear children, 
your mother-in-law shares 
your humble lodging I 

For September. — This 
month comes as quite a boon 
to many. Truly so, for is 
it not a great month fbr 
geese? 

For October. — During 
October the game of football 
is in high feather. There is 
also a good deal of other 
game going about, which is 
mostly "high," and always 
"in feather?' It is indeed 
a pleasant month. It is also 
a pheasant one. Many people 
are much hampered just now, 
but they seem to rather like 
it. 
For November.— "Thirty 
days hath September, April, 
June, and November. " Some- 
thing must be wrong here ; 
so bright and cheerful a month 
should surely have a full com- 
plement of days ! Why don't 
they pass an Act of Parlia- 
ment for a Thirty-first of 
November? Surely we have 
many M.P.'s foggy enough 
for this 1 

For December. — Plea- 
sant, O how pleasant, is ever 
the mem'ry of this month ! 
How genial are its surround- 
ings, and — Booh ! how horrid 
cold ! Sweet, indeed, are the 
thoughts that "Christmas is 
coming." Sweet, too, is the 
knowledge that the Christ- 
mas bills are doing likewise ! 
How truly joyful it is to feel 
certain that the merry season 
is close at hand. How really 
cheerful, too, it is to feel 
sure and certain that you are 
exactly one more year to the 
bad! 



Title for book on spirit-rapping.— Table talk ! 

Valuable discovery.— Butter in Cork. 

Sporting note.— The Pole— Scratched. 

He knows ! — A little girl writes to ask what is the meaning of Home Rule. 
Ask your papa, my dear I 

Sap. — A report reaches us, that the elderly female with the large paper 
parcel, who hitherto has been uniformly late, has really caught a train at last. 
It was her own, and she caught her heel in it. Such a bump ! 

City intelligence. —The reason why nearly all respectable London trades- 
men's shops are closed on Sunday, is not because it is wickeder to cheat on that 
day than anyother. 

Startling news!— All the first lot of "Crackers" have gone off at 
No,. 73, and the man who did it has been warned by the police. 

Criticism. — When Judy's maiden aunt was told the new book was to be 
called "Kisses," she said, "Fie!" But hearing afterwards it was to be 
" Crackers," she called it a Fie-er work. 



Legal mem.— Since Sloper failed in the sweetstuff line, he has gone in 
viciously against the sweetstuff lotteries. They call it the "Ally Campaign." 

Historical mem. — It is not generally known, but when Rip Van Winkle 
woke up and looked at the almanac, he round it was (S)leep year. 

Certainly not. — Nobody in their senses would ever think of calling Sep- 
tember the sour plum or tummy season. 

Very wrong of them. — Many people begin the year with a Spring, and 
end it on crutches. 

A settler— Hitherto Mont Blanc has been looked upon as the monarch of 
mountains ; but this year one of the Alpine Club got round him, and gave him 
one on his snows. 

Another. — An unlucky lodging-house keeper at Margate who has just been 
sold up, calls it the seize side. 

People who worship the golden calf (when they can get it).— The 
people at the Golden Horn. 

Eye Art.— Winking. 
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Monthly Mems. 
(by a holney catcher.) 

January. — This month is 
second to none in some 
people's estimation, but in- 
sure your wife's carriage, and 
be sure to have the clothes- 
horse roughed in frosty 
weather. Hat bands will 
now be prosecuted as Sunday 
music. 

February. — A sludgy 
month. Cork soles should 
always be worn in the West- 
minster Aquarium. Chil- 
blains come in, and omni- 
bus conductors assume the 
character of gutter Perchers. 
Valentine 9 s Day observed 
amongst the Bakers. 

March. — A nice month 
for a good blow out. Some 
people put on March airs. 
The great boat returns out 
after all to be the British. 

April. — Gooseberry fools 
come in, the hairiest are fined 
40/- and costs. Wild oats may 
now be sown, the operation 
is improved by a cold shower 
bath. 

May. — A nice month for 
painting and fly - fishing. 
Amateur painters should be 
given dabs on the back, 
Chimney-sweeps and Jacks- 
in-the-green should now turn 
over new leaves. 

June. — Families begin 
making parcels. The Horse- 
marines at the seasideclipped. 
Sand slippers at their slip- 
periest 

July. — Dog days and 
black puddings begin. The 
colours of the rainbow re- 
flected on the flags in Fleet 
Street. 

August.— An ice month 
for Arctic expeditions. A 
nice plaice at Margate and a 
roll on the sands will be 
found cheap and invigorating. 

September.— This is 
harvest month, and ought 
to be made the most of. 
House hunting and star shoot- 
ing begin and end. Barley 
sugar sent to Malt(a). 

October. — Storm brew- 
ing begins, and ale may now 
be expected. Sloper's stu- 
pendous pennyworth for 1878 
appears. Sun blinds, a great 
deception, swan-hopping and 
the can-can end. 



A SENSATION SCENE IN QTJIVERFUIX COTTAGE. 

Baby is brought down to stir the Christmas pudding; ana\ mistaking the nature of the 

ceremony, says Grace I 



November.— Great show 
month for Guy Fawkes and 
Lord Mayors. Temple Bar 
taken down a peg for this 
occasion only. Fogs during 
this month are often much 
mist. 

December.— Bad month 
for Turkey. "Christmas 
Boxes" at the Theatres are 
the best. Skylarking and 
orange peel in season, the 
Cattle Show ends in lard 
and larder. 



" ' He cometh not/ she 
said." 

( With many apologies to Mrs. 
Pender Cudlip.) 

A maid stood by a river's 
brim, 
Where flowers fragrance 
shed; 
If I don't err, she mused on 
him, 
And this is what she 
said: — 

" It is the hour, the twilight 

hour, 

But yet he doth not come ; 

The clouds of night begin to 

lour: 

(My toes are almost numb !) 

"It is the hour, but still his 

barque 

Floats not upon the stream ; 

The sun has set, the eve grows 

dark: 

(I feel inclined to scream !) 

"The moonbeams on the 
water still 
All fitfully do play : 
(The dampness makes me 
feel quite ill ; 
I think I'll go away!) 

"Ah! what sound then the 
silence broke ? 
Cease, flutt'ring heart, thy 
din ! 
(The stupid muff has missed 
his stroke, 
And tumbled headlong 
in!)" 



Then slowjy from that river's 
brink 
The maid went, fair and 
free; 
And thus she mused, " Now 
let me think: 
Who is the next to bet" 



RARE RECIPES FOR THE NEW YEAR, 



HOW TO MAKE A "VULGARIAN ATROCITY." 
(Our own Home-made Recipe. ) 

Take as strong a policeman as you can find. Place on his feet as heavy a 
pair of boots as are made— even for "the Force"— and put a hard-hitting 
truncheon in his hand. . Pour into him sufficient stimulants to heat him to boil- 
ing-over point Let him then simmer gently at the corner of a quiet street 
until some harmless and helpless victim approaches. Let him then fall on 
that helpless and harmless victim, and beat, kick, and generally maltreat him, 
or her, as the case may be, till nearly dead. Then let him straightway "run 
in " the victim, charge him with being "drunk and disorderly, and assaulting 
the police in the execution of their duty." 

This is a capital home-made atrocity, and will be found equal to the best 
Bulgarian make. 

TO CURE FIDGETS. 

Take a subject in the act— -from behind, and unawares, if possible. Throw 
im down. Trample on him well. Then call him names. Then make faces 



at him. Then pull him up again. Then kick him welL Then slap his head 
for several minutes. Then pull his nose six times. Then throw nim down 
again, and repeat process as before. Then fix him with your eagle eye sternly 
for the space of one quarter of a whole hour. By that time he will be a perfect 
cure. ; 
N.B. — If he isn't, he ought to be. 



HOW TO MAKE A HERO. 

(An Opera Bouffe one.) 

To several pounds of cotton wool add a very large portion of assurance, a 
good slice of cheek, or chic, which is the same article, with an infinitesimal 
portion of ability. Add to these a young person of the feminine gender ; a 
blonde wig ; the foot of a hare ; an ounce or so of " prepared chalk ; " a suf- 
ficient quantity of carmine, and a very insufficient quantity of voice. Stir well, 
and flavour with a strong dash of vulgarity. 
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ALMANAC LEGENDS. (Translated from the choicest Dog Latin by our awn Doggerelist) 



January is the time 

The poet should not lack a rime. 



February is the month, 
Second only to the oneth. 



The air of March perchance is wild, 
Yet it suiteth this here child. 



On April's sun there's no relying: 
Young girl's love is plaguey trying. 



They are steadier, they say, 
In the merry month of May; 



Yet, pity on the shallow loon 

Who trusts the word of girl of June. 



And, oh ! young man, don't you rely 
On constancy in hot JULY; 



Nor in August plight your troth 
(Very bad months are they both). 



Whilst he who does so in September, 
The rash act will sure remember. 



Naturally to October 

The appropriate rhyme is sober. 



November — well, the name implies, 
Man appears in varied Guys. 



December, when the rest have past, 
E'en cobblers stick to this— their last 
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THE DRAMA AND ITS PATRONS, 

Young De Rosherville, of Bryanstone Square % obtains a box from a friend who is connected with the Press. 

number, but only six of them are going. 
Mrs. De Rosherville, of Bryanstone Square, his Mamma, — "John, I hope you have had the precaution to bring some sixpences with you. 
remember the last time we went it cost us a shilling for the box-opener." 



The "order" stipulates no particular 

You 



The Young Hus- 
band's Diary. 

January. — We are mar. 
ried on the first. What bet- 
ter day could we choose? 
The whole year is before us. 
I will keep a diary. 

February. — Perhaps this 
would have been a better 
month for a honeymoon. 
There are three days less in 
it 

March. — I certainly should 
have thought it was just 
within the limits of possi- 
bility that a man who has 
arrived at the years of dis- 
cretion would, U he gave his 
whole mind to it, be able 
alone and unaided, and with- 
out the advice and assistance 
of his mother-in-law, to buy, 
say, a pair of bootlaces for 
himself. But probably I was 
wrong. 

April. — I had no idea 
Georgians had such a temper. 
Where did she keep it whilst 
we were spooning ? 

May.— This will be the 
first time for the last ten years 
I have missed going to the 
Derby. However, Georgiana 
says it's much better fun 
seeing them come back from 
her mamma's parlour window 
in the Clapham Road. Per- 
haps it is. 

June. — Georgiana says it 
is too hot to go to the theatre, 



SENTIMENTS OF THE SEASONS. 



AN AUTUMNAL LEAVE-TAKING. 
Loving Husband {not at all married for money, certainly not; going away by himself for a 
little holiday), — " Forget you, my dear 1 Forget its popsy-wopsy altogether, and never think a bit 
about her I Hang it all, no. 1 '11 tie a knot m my handkerchief ! " 

Digitized by 



and she at last owns candidly 
she does not care for bur- 
lesque. No more does her 
mamma. It is, however, not 
too hot for evening parties. 

July. — Georgiana talks of 
a month at the seaside. 
" Who shall we take with 
us? M 

August. — This is the 
month. Thirty *one days, and 
Georgiana's mamma never 
left us. 

September. — I meet 
Brown, and he suggests put- 
ting me up for his club. Why 
not? 

October.— Rather a row 
or two about the club. 

November. — She might 
have done much better, it 
seems. 

December. — If it were 
twins I 

Matrimonial note.— 
Marriages are generally made 
in Heaven, but matches 
mostly in WhitechapeL 

Sporting.— The Russian 
men-of-war have been going 
across country. 

A Rising People.— The 
Servians. 

Dr. Lank ester has 
sworn that Slade used spirits 
of wine to clean his slate. 
In the face of such evidence 
how can we refuse to believe 
that spirits were present ? 
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THE COMFORTER. 

Dram. Pen— A little Girl about five, plump and strong. A weak little Boy, her twin brother. Another little Boy about four, plump and strong, who bullies weak 7win. 
Boy of Four.—' 1 Vm a big boy, I am, and a fine fellow ; and Aunty Alice says so ! " 
Girl {consoling weak Twin).—" Never mind, dear; he may be a big boy, but he isn't a twin, and what *s more, he never will be ! " 



The Romantic 
Young Lady's Diary. 

January.— It was by the 
greatest accident we met I 
ought to have gone to the 
Robinsons, but threw them 
over for the De Porticos. I 
thought I was doing wrong. 
I fed now that it was fate l 

February.— I meet him 
everywhere. How strange I 

March. — What eyes he 
has! 

April. — He has spoken, 
and I — have I been too pre- 
cipitate? 

May.— It is to be next 
month. Mamma says she 
hopes I shall not repent it 
Is it likely? How little does 
she understand his nature ! 

June. — Married ! Really 
and truly married ! He is 
mine— mine alone ! What 
joy! But I wish mamma had 
not cried so. 

July. — Theodore is much 
shorter in his slippers. 

August. — I wonder 
Hhether all men snore? 

September. — If I were 
the Queen I would make an 
Act of Parliament to put 
down all clubs, — at least for 
married men. 

October. — Grumbles be* 
caase I have been out shop* 
£mg and kept the dinner 
waiting. 

November. — I have often 



SENTIMENTS OF THE SEASONS. 
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CHRISTMAS FESTIVITIES. 
Young Lady with Basin.— " Fourpen'north o' roast pork, please! and mother say 
will you send extry cracklin', 'cos we've got comp'ny." 
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heard people say that No- 
vember was the most miser- 
able month, and I used to 
wonder what they meant 

December. —And there 
are really only fifty-two weeks 
in a year! 

On Temper and Sticks. 
It is a bad thing for any- 
body to give way to anger, 
unless he lives on an island 
by himself. If one person 
gets into a bad temper, the 
contagion is apt to spread ; 
and tnen the one who has 
begun the row begim to be 
sorry he spoke. So it is with 
sticks. If you lay a single 
stick of wood in the grate, 
and set fire to it, you will 
find that it will be a long 
time before you get fireenough 
to roast a bullock j but put 
on another stick or two, or 
say half a dozen, and soon 
you will have a blaze. If the 
person who is in a bad temper 
says to another person <( You 
art another ! u (a very simple 
remark in itself) and that 
other person calls in two 
more to see lair, then matters 
get complicated; and if the 
first person has any sense, he 
will clear out and leave things 
to settle. When the parties 
happen to be Irish, the stick 
illustration becomes very 
striking indeed. 
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Extracts from Novels.— GILBERT'S 0HOI0E; OR, ALL FOR OASH. 



I 



i. " Yes, dear boy. Lilian Brown is certainly lovely ; but remember, the elder sister Ann is 
the heiress, and her riches would come to you at her death/' said Gilbert's friend Rob. 

s. " Rob 's a considerate fellow." ruminated Gilbert, after leaving his friend's lodgings ; " he 
knows my expensive habits. Why, these weeds/' and he looked at the stump of his cigar, 
M why, these weeds cost me eight and fourpence the hundred ; and yet I know little Lutan 



3. Lilian did literally love the ground Gilbert walked on. The poor girl had even planted 
a Uttle flower in earth taken from where his boots had imprinted the garden path one wet day. 
But, alas I it withered and died. Not so her love, &c, &c. 

a. Gilbert was alone with Ann in the conservatory : a million conflicting emotions wrenched 
at his heart Lilian was beautiful ; but Ann, though plain, was rich— and he wanted money. 

5. And Ann that night retired to rest Gilbert's affianced bride. 



• as the doctor 



6. 7- 

6. (A few hundred pagts is supposed to elafse ken.) Gilbert started up as the 
entered from the sick-room. "'Dear sir," said he, softly, "prepare yourself for the 
my services came too late ! " 

7. "Leave me to grieve alone," he had said to the doctor ; and now, in the solitude of his 
own chamber, what wtre the widower's thoughts? 



8. 9 - 

8. "Yes, my dear ar," said the family lawyer of the Browns to Gilbert, "appearances cer- 
tainly went to support your opinion ; but your late wife, Ann, was the youngest child of Mr. 
Brown, and under his will the eldest, Lilian, came into the whole of the property absolutely/ 

9. And had the Deceased Wife's Sister's Bill become law, that would have availed Gilbert 
nothing, for the lovely little Lilian was now the wife of Rob. 



SEVERAL SORTS OF WOMEN. 
By a Misanthrope* 

The plain woman— is quite sure she has a good figure. 

The handsome woman — marries the ugliest man in the country. 

The awkward woman — ought to live in an empty house by herself. 

The patient woman — always has a husband wno bullies her. 

The curious woman — knows the cost of everybody's clothes except her own. 

The vulgar woman— is always more detestable than any other vulgar thing 
you can think of. 

The cautious woman — looks through the whole of a draper's stock, and leaves 
without making a purchase. 

The envious woman — goes about telling her friends how contented she is. 

The extravagant woman— generally finds somebody's purse long enough to 
indulge her fancies. 

The happy woman— died when she was a child. 

The woman in advance of her " age " — where is she ? 

For songs without words.— Try Sloper's Kettles. 
Mr. Gladstone's religious tendencies show themselves in his public language. 
He advises that the Turkish race should be run out of Europe. 



HOW TO MAKE A NICE PICKLE. 

Take a healthy boy, when quite young and growing. Send him to a private 
tutor, with strict instructions to indulge him in every possible way. When at 
home for the holidays, let him do exactly what he likes ; let him pinch his 
sisters, beat his small brothers, and snub his mamma. By the time he is twelve 
years of age he will be found to be a very nice pickle. 

Trade notice.— Owing to the almost fabulous success of A. Sloper's 
Penny Comic Kalendar (now quite out of print), I. Moses has lately issued his 
Halfpenny Horoscope. A. Sloper says the prophecies are very cloudy indeed, 
but supposes it 's the price. A. Sloper, however, does not object to clouds, 
only he prefers to take his Cope without the horo. He gives fourpence an 
ounce for it 

The Postmaster-General has refused to establish telegraphic communication 
between England and the Scilly Islands : his lordship added that the undertak- 
ing was not a wise one. 

Madame Tussaud and Sons' Exhibition, we understand, is universally 
praised by even the stingiest of our country cousins, and there are some among 
them who do want their pen'north when they part with their penny; but they 
all say they get their proper whacks there. 



NEVER BE WITHOUT 

KEEN'S 




o 



MUSTARD 



ONLY MEDAL 

Philadelphia, 1876. 
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JUDY'S TWENTY-FIRST. 

Few ladies retain so much of their youth and beauty as 
the Ever Young and Lovely after Twenty of them ; yet 
here is her Twenty-first, and look at her ! 

"What a Twenty, too ! All in a row, in their bright 
red jackets emblazoned with gold ; and it is not only 
outward show either. 

What a lot there is in them ! 

And only to think the eldest is but ten years old ! 

The fair reader will readily sympathize with the Ever 
Young and Lovely's 
maternal cares. Few 
mothers have twenty 
on their hands all at 
once, and have shelves 
and other things to 
provide for them. 

They keep going off, 
it is true, as fast as 
ever they can, but 
somehow, by some 
curious anomaly, there 
are still always twenty. 

Proud as she is, too, 
of the row referred to, 
Judt yet exultingly 
points to this last ad- 
dition. 

What do you say 
yourseifP 

Take it in your own 
hands, turn it over as 
much as you like, but 
don't crumple it more 
than you can help. 

Only a day old, yet 
see how it notices ; and 
what a sense of humour 
it has got ! 

Does it take more 
after you, Judt, or that 
Man P.? 

What do you think 
of the colour of its i's ? 

There, you can put 
it down now. It can 
walk alone, thank you! 

Oh, you dear ! 

Excuse a mother's 
feelings! 

Ketchetty! Ket- 
chetty!! Ketchetty!!! 



A WE£K REFORMER. 

The latest piece of absurdity comes to us from Australia. It U 
a proposal to reduce the week from seven days to five, audi 
further, to re-name the days. Mr. H. K Rusden, the authoi 
of this scheme, enunciates his view in the " Transactions " of 
the Royal Society of Victoria, where he expresses the opinion 
that, while reducing the number of the days in the week, it 
would be a good opportunity to discard the present pagan 
names, and to substitute Oneday, Twoday, Threeday, and 
Fonrday for them; Sunday to be called Goodday. The author 
is very sanguine of the suooess of his proposal, but though 

he is some distance off 
already, there have been 
several declarations from 
persons, who are satisfied 
with the week as it is, 
that they will see him 
farther first Moreover, 
he does not tell us what 
he would do with the 
other two days; and time 
is short enough already. 



TERRIBLE EPISODE 
IN THE LIFE OF A GENTLEMAN OF LIMITED MEANS. 
He had to go out to dinner and the clean thing* had not come home, and he 
itarteft out himself for the washerwoman's, and just round the corner in 
PiccadiHy he found the washerwoman's boy, who said he wot making all the 
hatte he could, ami— asked oar gentleman to gire him a hand up with the 
basket! 



Literary Intelligence. 
A book if announoed en- 
titled '* A History of the 
Barmaid Industry." It 
seems that there are up- 
wards of 300,000 bar- 
maids in Great Britain, 
and that their average 
earnings are upwards of 
3#. a week each more than 
ie obtained by the mem- 
bers of any other profes- 
sion, except that of " com- 
panion," to which women 
can belong. One of the 
subjects on which the 
publio will perhaps now 
be enlightened is why 
barmaids en duty are 
never allotted to sit down ; 
and another, why a hand- 
some barmaid always 
" draws." The book will 
doubtless be-er suooess. 



Misdirected Ingenuity. 
Some one, who ought to 
have known better, has 
invented a self-buttoning 
glove for ladies. He now 
goes about in fear of his 
life from enraged young 
men, whom he has de- 
prived of one of their 
best chanoea. 
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THE EXPLOSION. 

AST Monday week 
the sun went 
down 

Behind that moimt, 
near Camden 
Town, 

That's known 
as Primrose 
HilL 

Anon, the lingering 
rays of light 

Were merged into 
the gloom of 
night, 

O'er Hencfen's 
hamlet still. 

When, all at once, 
there came a 
Bang, 

From which a thou- 
sand echoes rang, 
And shook the tranquil town. / 

At Harrow, Enfield, Dalsjon, too, 
Folks turned white, and folks turned blue, 
And others tumbled down. J 

Thus, om the blazing scroll of Fame, 
Did Tatham register his name, 

As once did Gutdo Fawkes. 
I think torpedoes jolly fun ; 
But if you send my baby one, 

'11 lock it in a box. 



"SUCH IS LIFE! 



Being the Seal History of an Ideal Honeymoon. 

BOFOHUROH, ISLB Of WlGHT, 

Monday, 11th April. 
Ever Darlirgrst Clara, — According to the solemn promise made, and 
compact entered into by both of us years ago, to the effect that, — 
Whichever of us got Married first, should write to the other "a- full, 
true, and particular account of The Honeymoon, and the entirely new 
Sensation of being at last really and actually— Married !— do I now 
take up my pen. 

Ah, my dear Clara, far be it from me, byany little word of mine, to 
say aught that would tend in any way to put to night those tender visions 
of an ineffable unutterableness which every girl in a properly regulated 
household, and with a properly regulated mind, should cherish respecting 
her entry into " That JNew land which," as Mr. Tehrtsoh says, some- 
what conundrumlly,- "is the Old." , No, ah, no indeed f At the same 
time, however, as I have promised to write you " a full, true, and par- 
ticular " account, I can't conscientiously well avoid doing so. 

Well, then, to begin, my dear, it was settled by my Harry and I — 
that is to say, strictly speaking, Harrt proposed it, and I didn't quite 
like to disagree with him — at so early a period, I mean, but of course I 
am not going to let him have his own way presently, Mamma says that 
sort of thing never does — it was settled, then, that an Ideal Honeymoon, 
as ours was to be, should not be spent, as is the ordinary fashion in 
ordinary Honeymoons, in the racket and publicity of travelling rapidly 
from one show place to another on the Continent, but in "some seques- 
ered nook," as Harry poetically put it* " far from the Madding crowd " 
(between you and me, I don't yet quite understand the meaning of 
" Madding "), and where we could be " All in All to each other." This 
being thus settled, Harrt next selected this place as being what he calls 
the " nookiest nook " he knows of. 

We left Chester Square in the usual shower of slippers and rice— a 
most barbarous and stupid practice I — and at least a dozen pieces of the 
horrid rice, which fell over my head, went down my neck behind as I 
stooped to get into the carriage. Just fancy ! 

This place, when you have managed to arrive at it, is really "Most 
quite too dreadfully lovely ! " The words quoted, my dear, are those 
I made use of — in all sincerity then — in the stupid argot of our stupid 
Society ; but, now that we have had a whole week of it, I find myself 
asking the question (of myself, of course), " Aren't those words more 
applicable in their real proper meaning 1 " For, sweetly pretty as it is, 
with its rooms opening right on to a lovely garden-lawn, while beyond one 
sees nothing but the blue sea, or, as Harrt puts it, " no end of the 
Illimitable, 1 ' one is almost inclined, after seeing that and nothing else 
for a whole week, to wish that there was an end of it. 



I have some really lovely dresses with me, but what is the rood of 
putting them on to gaze at "the Illimitable" in, and, with the exception 
of poor Harrt and the waiter, there isn't a soul to look at one. 

Now, my dear, to come at last to my husband, poor Harrt, what am I 
to say ? For my own part, I don't think it' fair on a man to pass an 
opinion on him, when one has, for a whole week, seen so much of him. 
Of course, when one gets back to Town, and begins ordinary life, and 
poor Harrt goes off to his pffice at 10 sharp, and don't turn up again 
till time to dress for dinner, and has his Club to go off to now and then 
of evenings, it will be really more fair to pronounce a verdict ; but, 
really, and truly you know, there is a proverb to the effect that one may 
have too much of a good thing, and I suppose, by the trouble we take to 
catch them, that we consider husbands to be " good things." 

I have nothing more to tell you now, for the very good reason that then 
is literally nothing. Do, there's a dear, send me a nice long letter with 
all the news and scandal ; you can form no idea how one misses the 
goings-on of one's natural state of existence. 

Ever, darlingest Jefseb, 

Your most lovingest Clara. 

P.S.— I open this to tell you we have had our first quarrel I It was at 
lunch, and Harrt would insist on having the covers left on, " to keep 
the things warm," — just fancy such barbarous taste !— and it was only on 
my getting up a good fit of hysterics that he gave in. 

Extract from the Private Diary of the Bridegroom. 

Bpnchurch, Isle of Wight. 

Monday Evening, 9th April, 1 877. —Was Married this morning ! Fancy 
my coming to that I Wender whether I looked such a foel as I felt during 
the awful Ceremony ? Wonder whether my speech at the breakfast was so 
idiotic as I thought it was 1 . . .How charming is my Clara 1 How Sweet ! 1 
How Flower-like ! ! ! How Ideal III I How Romantic MM! How truly 
Devoted !!!!!! 

Wednesday, 11th April.— Beloved Clara I What a sweet spot is this 
for our Honeymoon ! How the beauteous Moon shines o'er the vasty deep ! 
I could live here thus for ever ! 

Saturday, 14th April. — I chose this place for our Honeymoon because 
I thooght it would be much cheaper than travelling abroad,. Wonder 
whether I was right, though f One should have got a little amusement 
for one's money on the Continent, shouldn't one ? This is very cosey and 
quiet ; wonder, though, whether not rather too cosey and quiet !• 

Sunday, 16th April. — Very pretty place this, really — French windows 
opening on to pretty lawn — end of lawn myrtles, and all that sort of 
thing — below, and beyond all sea — sort of kind of Nest up here on the 
cliff— Clara and I two Turtledoves in Nest— "Birds-in-their-little-nesta- 
agree " sort of thing. 

N.B. — Wonder, though, whether we shall agree?* Wonder whether 
Clara has a temper ? 

Monday, lQth April.. — Clara got up quite a quarrel because I objected 
to eating my cutlets cold. Clara certainly has a temper. 

Tuesday, 17th April.— This place is really confoundedly dull ! Clara's 
conversational powers are certainly not what I thought they were ! Wonder 
whether Clara is quite the one I should choose if I had my choosing all 
over again t Ten more Honeymoon days still to get through ! t 

Wednesday. — A jolly good row ! Clara declares she'll go back to her 
Ma. I compromise, and propose, instead, going back to Town. Clara 
" jumps " at it, literally, and becomes quite cheerful and brilliant. Owr 
Honeymoon is over I Hoorat ! 



PROVERBS REPUTED. 

'A Bird in the Hand is Worth Two in the Bush." 

" A bird in the hand is worth two 

In the bush " — so the Proverbers say ; 
But, then, what on earth can you do, • 

If the bird in your hand flies away I 

Or suppose that your bird is an owl, 
Or an eagle, a hawk, or a thrush *— 

If his beak of your hand should run fouly 
You would wish he'd remained in his bush. 

Or suppose you have got your bird home, 

Where cats as a rule do reside ? — 
The odds then, I reckon, are some, • 

That he'll comfort a pussy's inside. 

Or your bird has a talent for song, 

Into which at wrong times he will rush ?— 

You'll be apt to use language that's strong, 
And still more wish he'd stopped in the bush. 

So I think that you'll all understand 

How a proverb too far you may push, 
And conclude that a bird in the hand 
Is not alwajB worth two in the bush t 
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ABOUT THAT TOURNAMENT, 

WHICH, THEY SAY, WONT COME OFF AFTER AIX. 



THE PASSING OBSERVES. 

• • 

Another Eably Bird. — The notes of the cuckoo were dis- 
tinctly heard, a few days ago, in the middle of the day, near the 
Strand, London. The welcome harbinger of Spring was observed 
to issue forth from his retreat at the back of a watchmaker's 
shop, and having uttered his melodious note twelve times, to 
retire again as though startled. Truly Spring has come ! 

• • 

Worth Waiting For.— The London Swimming Club has 
once more'eommenced operations by circulating offers of gratui- 
tous instruction in the art of swimming. Anybody who sends a 
stamped directed envelope may receive a ticket entitling him to 
be taught twice a week ; and if he does not know how to support 
himself in the water by the end of the season, it must be his 
own fault. It is rumoured that next year the Society is going to 
teach anybody, who does not already know, how to support him- 
self out of the water also ; but this is almost too good to be true. 

• 

• • 

Consulting the Public Wheel.— Lord Clarence Paget, 
who is good-nature itself, recently laid the foundation-stone of 
the Soutbport Gladarium, which is to be the largest ice-rink in 
the kingdom. His lordship said that he had been in the South- 
port Bath, and found that, besides the first-class baths, there 
was a threepenny plunge, snd he hoped that not only would 
fiJaciariums be open for rich people, but that on certain days 
there would be a threepenny skate. Lord Clarence Paget's 
good-humoured wish will find plenty of echoes. Why should 
not we have a threepenny skate as well as a penny roll ? 

• 

Nothing to Wear. — It is asserted that the diamonds worn 
by Madame Musabd at the opera ball, in Paris, the other night, 



when placed in a row, measured nearly nine yards. If there 
were present many ladies similarly decorated, it is easy to 
understand why the ball itself was described as a " brilliant " 
affair. . 

• • 

A-poio-getic— Admirers of polo will be sorry to learn that 
it is not the intention of the Gun and Polo Club to hold any 
more meetings at Brighton until after the close of the London 
season. It is on the carpet to hold the next gathering, under 
most distinguished auspices, in Belgium ; and, in that case, of 
course the place chosen will be Brussels. 

• 

• • 

Too Bad.— A statement which has been going the round about 
tilting at the ring by ladies, has led to such a desire " to see the 
thing done," that it has been suggested to the "enterprising 
proprietor " of Lillie Bridge that he should inaugurate a Ladies' 
Athletic Sports Meeting. It would "draw" tremendously. 
Some malevolent person suggests that it should wind up with a 
talking match. # 

Strange if True. — A sad occurrence has taken place in the 
world of fashion. The colour of the season is deep orange, a 
hue which is only becoming to brunettes ; and, somehow or other, 
no fair hair is to be seen anywhere. It is supposed that all the 
blondes have' dyed off. , 

An Old Enemy attached once Mobs.— Homceopathists say 
that they have discovered a certain remedy for sea-sickness. It 
is apomorphia, and a very small dose of it taken once an hour 
in water will remove the qualms. Probably the statement wants 
taking with a grain of salt, but it would be a great blessing if 
it were true. Between morphia and no more-fear, who would 
hesitate? 
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CAPITAL PUNISHMENT. (Prom 4 Sloperian Point of View.) 



It has recently been Asked what A. Slope*** sentiments are respect- 
ing the abolition of capital punishment, and A. Slofeb has replied 
that he did not feel any particular interest in the subject. It 
has then been* said, " Ton may do some day, old man. While 
there's life there's rope. 

This low and common joke, if joke it can be termed, A. Slopbr 
has previously met with in 
the columns of all the oomio 
journals, and twice, at least, 
m these ; but lie bears no ill- 
will, his motto being "live, 
and let live," and the cost of 
fiie revivals is a matter more 
rntereettntf to the proprietors, 
perhaps, than to A. Slopbr. 
On reflection, however, A. 
Slopbr hraaeBned to think 
that sosagfcfog ought to be 
done about the hangings as 
at nreeent performed, with 
no (articular success to 
epesfc . of, in town and 
A. Slopes is not 
to say that a quar- 
k hour or twenty 
a couple of new 
id a new beam 
ihould not be em- 
the ceremony. He 
inclined to think 
ftaft, as an Hem of news, 
hangings are generally some- 
what hurried, and as it's 
only threehalrpenoe a line 
yon hardly get material 
enough to work on. 

A. Slofbb has had many 
theories in his time respect- 
ing the best way to take a 
malefactor's life, and has cor- 
responded with other eminent 
philanthropists upon the'sub- 
jeet 

A philanthropist whom A. 
Slqfbb was acquainted with 
conceived what he wrote to 
say was a splendid notion, 
and perfectly painless, and 
he wrote from Glasgow to 
say he was coming up by the express to explain his views to 
A. Slofxb personally. An unforeseen accident which happened 
to the engine that-day, prevented A. Slopbr from doing more 



than swear to some odd scraps of the philanthropist in question 
somebody had collected and made a parcel o£ 

A. Slopbr has seldom, if ever, taken part in an execution. 
When very young he made one of lour at afwnfeking, and was 
told off to hold on to the tail. To a man who haJtried to adhere 
tenaciously to a smooth pebble, set in a broad bolished surface, 

whilst a terrific gale was on, 
and some other persons were 
kicking you with all their 
might in the ribs, may form 
some feeble notion of Slo- 
per's whereabouts from time 
to time. 

Later on, the pig was 
taking* a walk dowu the yard 
with a knife sticking out of 
him like a scarf pin, and A. 
Slopbr was the undermost of 
a small, but appreciative 



l. 

longer. 



TM* one won't ckf anyv 
BeBtfiyeJt the'eack. 



2. Perfcctl; 
that a little oi 



ilets. No Inconvcnfenoe, except 

te cigar amok* eFcaped thrwntfg/wray. 





8. Leave It to me, my dear boy. You'll 
pop off before you know where you are. 



and very "quickly forgotten 
afterwards. 

Parties contemplating 
murder should try and make 
it as interesting as possible. 
There is a chance then they 
may be let off. 

A. Slopbr's improved 
methods of settling criminals 
may be studied with profit 
from the accompanying 
illustrations. A. Slopbr will 

gladly wait on heads of Governments with No. 2, and show them 

personally how it is done. 

Slopbr, Moralist (without Capital). 



4. This is the popping off. 



Q" IN THE CORNER. 

The proceedings last week in Parlisment were unusually inter- 
esting. The House of Commons still thinks the time has not 
arrived for flogging in the Navy to be abolished. That the 
soldier, the policeman, the excisemen, and every other civil and 
military servant of the State should be exempt from the punish- 
ment of flogging, and that Jack Tar alone ought to be hable to 
the lash, was the deliberate opinion of 164 hon. gentlemen ; and, 
as there were only 122 hon. gentlemen present who thought 
otherwise, Jack Tar is still liable to the odious lash. 

No sooner had the House determined to retain flogging than, 
as a sort of compensation, it enthusiastically resolved to do a 
long-neglected act of justice to one of the bravest Jack Tars that 
ever lived— Lord Dundonald. This sea lion, as Napoleon called 
him, was restored to the rank and honours of which he had 
been unjustly deprived. The House of Commons has now oom- 

Sleted that gracious act by professing its readiness to pay his 
eir the money that would have accrued during Lord 1)to> 
donald's enforced retirement 

From the series of speeches inflicted on the House by Dr. 
Kxjtxalt, we know a great deal more of that hon. gentleman 



than we did. He, according to bis own statement, is no advocate 
for libels. Also, if he were libelled, he would face a jury. Also, 
he is no slave and coward. Also, when he goes into the division 
lobby, he thinks he has the right to go up to a gentleman that 
had never spoken to him, and ssy, "You are a liar!" The 
Doctor is a more wonderful fellow than I imagined him to be. 

What could be plainer or more satisfactory than the budget? 
Here it is. The estimated revenue for the year was £79,000.000 
odd; the estimated expenditure was £78,000,000 odd. The 
surplus accordingly is £226,000— a flea-bite. You take nothing 
off taxation ; you put nothing on. As you were ! Q. 

VOLUME XX. of " JUDY," 

Now Ready, Handsomely Bound in Red Ctoth, Gilt Letters 

• and Sdge», price Sight Shilling*. 

Uniform with the above, VOLS. 1-19 of "JUDY? 
Price Sight Shilling* each. 

Also, Casks for Bthdivo, Two Shillings each, end Reading Cashes, One Shilling 
sad Fourpenoe eseh. 

"JUDY" OFFICE, 78, FLEET STREET, LONDON, B.O. 
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1 a. x at iriSHiNa p&asox. — iran/ity-ctaa/joy. "nou, 
yer are ft sneak, wantia* to go homo ft ready ! Why, 
jreVo only been out two hour, and ketched one tickle- 

j «.bat tight off and another as jumped back agin." 



1, Judy always did say that coal-scuttl© bonnets 
would come in agaiu. Look at this month's lollet, 
ladies; you will there see the beginning. 



5. To some othsr Katiost op Barbajuans. -To be 
disposed of, dirt cheap, some singularly ineffectivo 
machinery. 



, HE COULDN'T HELP LAUGHING ! 
We none of us, at the T. R., Queer? town, ever believed that 
Blooos would get on aa an actor. His name was against him, 
and he was one of those pig-headed persons who can't be per- 
suaded. 

He would not • change his name, He might have had the 
pick Of the peerage like the rest of us, but he would not avail 
himself of the privilege. He thought it was wrong. 

Our spirited lessee put it to Blooos very straight indeed. 
He said, " Look here. Blooos, I ain't a-goin' to have you 
Blogging up my bill. You'll have to be something else, so I tell 
you. ' 

" I will never appear under false colours," replied Blooos, get- 
ting into an attitude. 

As business was very bad just then, and Blooos did not press 
for any particular salary, it was thought best to let him go on 
Blagging, only to smooth it down a bit by altering the final s into 
an a here and there, and pretend it was a printer's error. 

I must allow he got his call. The audience rose as one man 
and yelled " Blooos," and when he went on there were nuts 
to crack and orange-peel. 

Our spirited lessee waited for him at the side, and Blooos saw 
sparks. This terminated the engagement. 



Years afterwards I came across Blooos. He was a worae 
actor than ever, but he was now a Norfolk Howabd, and was 
getting on very comfortably. He was travelling with the great 
comedian Mr. Qbinnidok, and played second to him in all 
Grinnidos's popular pieces. 

The fellow certainly could not act a bit, and he stood and haw- 
hawed at Grinnidge's jokes as much or move than any of the 
audience. In fact, the audience seemed to wait for Blooos, and 
knew when he began that their time had come. ' 

After the play was ended I reasoned with Blooos gently, over a 
little something he was standing. I asked, (t Does not Grinnidgr 
object to it ? " 

"Oh yes, he often has, but I can't help it. I have told him 
so. He is so awfully funny ! Don't you think so ? He is nearly 
the death of me sometimes." 

I did net run to another drink, so I did not stand one ii 
Blooos, but as I walked home through the rain I thought a good 
deal. x 

I never in my life could laugh at Grinnidoe — a common vulgar 
mountebank, and when Blooos told the story to me in that bar 
he did not laugh a bit. N 

I never knew Blooos look more solemn. How was that ? 

Blooos knows a thing or two, I rather fancy. You think k 



PURE! SOLUBLE!! 
! ! I REFRESHING 



CADBURY'S 
COCOA ESSENCE 



-// Omm 
thlehnt fe 
ftte euptfU 



Painless Dentistry.— Artificial Teeth. 

WMR. G. H. JONES, 
8URGEON DENTIST, 
57, GTeat Russell Street London 



Tinn»er1lat«ljr«mx*itetheBrltl*h Mniwiml. 
Has obtained Her Majesty's Royal Letter* PatjMit I 
for hl« perfectly painless «y*tetn of adaptuitf *» rise 
Medal (London and Parts) 

ARTIFICIAL 1EBTH BY ATM08PHERIG 
PHKSSURE. 



Pamphlet gratia 'and Post Free. 
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ANOTHER NATIONAL OONFERENOE. 

1st Pothouse Patriot Is my 'pbwlb Opieion, Sib, thb Russiars 'll take Umbrage bbbobs many days abb out. 

2nd Ditto. Tabb it, Sib? Yu obly stagobbtd tbby aib't took it before, oobsidbrib' how badly thbm Tubes havb fortified (he Placet 



THE LATEST DEMONSTRATION. 

De Morgan's eloquence was grand 1 
His yoke baa eohoed through the ltnd. 
He eays, " In gaol, perchance, he'll rot, 
Bat live as recreant slave he'll net 1 " 

. 'Tia " werry good on him !" 

And though some may remain in doubt, 
As to what all the row's about, 
We thrill to hear men talk like that 
One chap as hissed we spread out fiat. 

And took and stood on him. 
***** 
A drizzling rain was falling fast. 
As through Pall Mall we proudly passed, 
A moist, yet hopeful little crowd, 
As shook their fists and shouted loud. 

Outside of all the Clubs. 

Some say we were three thousand strong ; 
These figures, though, I think are wrong ; 
What odds, all were Stern Men and True, 
And when 'twas o'er each took his " Two " 

Of something at the pubs. 
***** 
Next morn we called on Mr. Cross, 
Each man bestrode his hobby hoss ; 
Each man said what he'd got to say. 
Nor said it in a hasty way, 

As men less earnest might. 

Then Cross got up. From what he spoke, 
He seemed to think the thing a joke ; 
No plain opinion did he pass, 
But he looked plainly, " You're a hass ! " 
And, dash it, he was right ! 



GETTING OUT OP IT, 

Bonm—Ludgate BUI Station. 

Timb, 3.30 on ike memorable afternoon uhen Ds Morgan and a "Fun- 
drtd Thousand Stern Men and Tive" art to overawe the Bouse of 
Commons — if they can get near enough. 

Dbahati8 Pbrsob-s— Brow* and Pbostboy, meeting. 

Old Prosy. How de do ? Are we going to have war, hey ? 
What do you think of the Eastern Question now ? 

Brown {who is longing to catch his train). Well, as I am 
rather in a hurry, and 

Old Pbosy {taking him captive by the buttonhole). They're 
quite in the wrong, sir, are the Turks— quite in the wrong. If 
you will allow me, in a few minutes I'll demonstrate 

Brown {seeing his opportunity). What, you t Demonstrate? 
Well, I did not believe you oapable of it. And with a nobody 
like De Momoan, too ! In that case, I'm off ! 

[Old Pbostboy remains in the same plac* thinking it 
over, until he is removed by one of the Porters. 



THE FT/TUBE. 



Thb " threatening and slaughter " whioh the English Russians 
have been breathing out, during the last nine months, seem only 
too likely to be realized, and the result of their Christian exer- 
tions will, in all probability, be the destruction of between one 
and two hundred thousand human beings, and the maiming of 
thrice that number. Messrs. Gladstone and Bbiobt are expected 
to proceed to Russia in order to take part in the new Crusade 
which they have done so much to bring about. Job Abch de- 
clines to accompany them, on the plea that it is necessary he 
should remain and canvass Southwark v and other members of 
the •• anti-human " party are going about declaring that they 
never desired war 1 
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THE 8EVEN SBS OF THE SEVEN AGES OF WOMAN. 

Turn Gentle Reader is earnestly requested to distinctly understand that 
these Essays are not Comic ones ; neither are they eren penned with 
Satirical motives. On the contrary, they are nothing if not Solemn, and 
it is the dearest wish ef Judy's heart that tney he taken as such. She 
earnestly trusts that these Essays will, by portraying with vivid force 
the terrible effects of each Snr npon the wretched Woman's subsequent 
Career, warn and irresistibly deter others from doing likewise. 

enr the fibst.— "the bottle!" 

" At flrat^ the Infant in its nuroe'a aanna"—A» You Like h. 

The Spinster Cynic may scoff, and the bitter Bachelor- Jester 
will gibe, as their unnatural eyes fall on the above sweet quota- 
tion. " The Infant I " will, they sneer, " and coupled with ' As 
You Like Itl ' Shouldn't it rather be ' As You don't Like It ? ' " 



Mxb. 3m*th, of the Clapham 
Road— until the Twins came ! 
Now these Twins, who were 
both- of the feminine gender, 
were christened respectively 
Jan* Emma and Matilda, Ann, 
and, even at that early stage of 
their existence, were " as like 
as two peas." But their re- 
semblance was in form and 
feature only; in disposition 
and character' they were diam- 
etrically opposed. You will 
ask, perhaps, How could you 
know their disposition or cha- 
racter at that undevelpped, 
immature period?. In reply, 
I triumphantly point (with the 
kind permission of G. Ceuix- 
shank, Etq). to — The Bottlz! 

It was in this way : — While 
the craving of Jani Emma for 
the Bottle was singularly small, 
i that of Matilda Ann was al- 
most terrible in its gluttonous 
voracity. And not only would 
she make " a Dead Man " of 
her own in an astonishingly 

short period, but would forcibly obtain possession of her sister's, 
and drink that down to the very dregs with all the greed of a 
glutton, and all the delight of a confirmed tippler. Never, indeed, 
shall I forget the terrible scene in that Clapham Boad nursery I 
was once an awe-struck witness of. I had been supping with 
Mrs. Sm*th, and, after the meal, the proud mother asked me if 
I would like to see " the blessed darliDgs in their sleep of Inno- 
cence ? " The hot water and lemons had just come in, but I felt 
bound to obey the maternal invitation. 

We ascended the stairs with cautious steps, and the proud 
mother, with much " Hush I "-ing, opened the nursery door. I 

Sftoed after her, and then, by the dim glimmer of a Child's 
lght Light, what a fearful sight was that I beheld ! 
The Twins lay in two bassinettes placed side by side. But 
why was it that Janb Emma, instead of sleeping the sleep of 
InnoceDce, was sitting bolt upright, and staring with round 
frightened eyes into the next crib ? Another step into the nur- 
eery revealed Jans Emma's reasons fox heratrange proceedings* 



In Matilda Ann's bassinette lay Matilda Ann fast asleep, 
and breathing stertorous)^. Her infantine face, instead of 
beaming with the baby smiles of " Innocence asleep," was dis- 
torted, inflamed, and swollen to twice its natural size. By her 
side lay a Bottle— her own, quite empty, whilst clutched tightly 
in both her baby fists was another—jANi Emma's, also empty I 
On this latter Bottle the pinched, hungry gaze of Jani Emma 
was fixed. 

The picture told its own terrible tale. Matilda Ann ha4 
finished off her own bottle, and then, having gained forcible pos- 
session pf her twin sister's, had drunk and drank until But 

let me drop a veil over this shocking instance of precocious excess ! 

It was my prophecy to Mrs. Sm*th that severed our old 
friendship. " Mark my words," I said ? solemnly, " that Twin of 
will come to a bad— a fearful ending.'! 



yours i 



Years rolled away. A quar- 
ter of a century passed, and 
since that evening I had heard 
nothing of Mrs. S. or the 
Twins. I had perused all 
Police cases and reports of 
female crimes carefully, but, 
as yet, Matilda Ann had not 
appeared. 

The other day, however, I 
dined out, and happened to ait 
next to the wife of a wealthy 
and eminent banker, a grandly 
developed and singularly ro- 
bust-looking lady. In the 
course of our conversation the 
Clapham Road was mentioned. 
Eventually it all came out : 
the grandly developed, singu- 
larly robust lady was— Ma- 
tilda Ann! 4 

« And how, pray," I inquired, 
later on, as the dessert ap- 
peared, "how is your other 
Twin, Jans Emma ? " 

She sighed a plump, comfort- 
able sigh, and pointed in the 
direction of the chandelier. 

"Poor Jane!" she said. 
"But what could you expeot — 
she never took properly to Tier 

Boyle ! Port, if you 

please." 

I am inclined to think that 
there is a Moral to this. 



BIRDS OF A FEATHER. 

A peculiar incident is re- 
ported from Worcestershire. 
A party of people were re- 
turning home from Pudlev to 
Lower Gonial, when "they 
were alarmed by the spectacle 
of a host of snakes and lizards 
advancing along the road, 
which literally swarmed with them for a distance of more 
than ten yards. They were, in fact, so plentiful that it was 
difficult to walk without treading on them at every step, but the 
snakes and .lizards, although crushed by dozens, pursued their 
mysterious march without attacking any one. It is supposed 
that they came from a place called * the Ruff,' part of which has 
been on fire for years, owing to old colliery workings being there, 
and that the heat has at last become so unendurable that both 
snakes and lizards have been compelled to retreat and find a new 
home." Another idea was, that the reptiles were en route to 
London, with the intention of seeking shelter in the Zoological 
Gardens ; but the probability is, that they were simply on their 
way to join in the Da Morgan procession. 



Me, Pops Henfzsst.— - After the debate in the House of Commons npon 
the question asked by Mr. Grbehi respecting Mr. Pops Hihnsssts 
sensational speech, when he was " starring it " at Cork, it was suggested 
that in future " HasHEsir's * * * Cork " should hare the "green seat" 
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JUDY'S LUNATIC CONTRIBUTOR AND THE BRITISH DRAMA. 
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f fl 4. At the Gaiety, he Is then "told by a 
■ somewhat contemptuous gentleman, in the 
politest language and loudest clothes " (vieU 
, letter), that If there is not a trombone solo 
ftm the play for the hero, that he must beg 
to wish him good day. expressing a hope 
at the sane time that he win excuse him 
taking off hiaglore. 



5. Away then to Drury Lane, where he 
meets Hr. £hattkbtom coming away with 
the key in bis pocket. " Look here," says 
Mr. C, "it's no use, Spickb does that sort 
of thing for mo." "But," says Judy's L. C., 
"if you can induce Hiss Lbkjhtok to do the 
heroine, it might prore a lasting success." 
"Ah, you'd better Hasker yourself,'' says 
Mr. C, and turns on his heel. 



6. He next wends his 
way to the Prince of 
Wales's, and is ushered 
into the presence of Mr. 
BAKcnorr. Their eyes 
meet— he retires I 



7. The Vaudeville! Ah! thati 
him of his Butterman ; he therefore calls 
on him and offers to sell his work at so 
much per pound. " I couldn't take it 
at a gift," said the honest tradesman 
I should be took up for adulterating 
ly butter with Mink/* 

(N.B.-^udy's UO.uttiU «pe» 
to treat with Managtn. 



my I 



THE PASSING OBSERVER. 

Thb Aas or Bbonxb.— A " Halfpenny Shakspeare * is one of 
the latest of the many remarkable developments of the cheap 
press of the present day. Each of the plays is printed in small 
hot elear type, and issued in a wrapper— a " brown " one, of course 
—for a halfpenny. If Shaespbabb is not now in the hands of 
all who can read, it will not be because they lack ^oppor- 
tunity. , 

Evobvobs or rax Vbbnal , Season.— Signs of the coining 
Spring oontinne to abound. The latest one is a " Spring Heel 
•Task, who has made his appearance at Aldershot, makes bounds 
a dozen feet high, tocording to the alarmed sentinels, and is 
brilliant on the exterior with phosphorus — which is, however, 
the only thing about his performances that is brilliant: such 
buffoonery being stupid in the extreme. This phosphorescent 
personage is a generation too late : one night in a police cell will 
take allihe shine oat of him. . 

The DimouLTT Submountkd.— The right piece of mechanism 
to removing Cleopatra's Needle— A sewing machine, of course. 

• e 

Ie-tea-bebttno Fact.— There has just been launched at Hull, 
in the presence of several members of the Japanese Legation, a 
corvette, built to the Government of Japan, which was named 
the Kongo. The vessel is to be armed with twelve Krupp guns, 



and seems to have an appropriate name ; for %^etj one who likes 
the oup that cheers, knows that to make congou come out strong, 
the one essential thing is a trifle of " gunpowder." 

• e 

Topoobapbxoal Faot vob Mr. Db Morgan. — Those who set 
out for Westminster; have rniy to go a little too far, and all at 
once they find themselves in Aiulbank. Verb. tat. 

• • 

What abb Wb Coming to?— It is rumoured that a total 
abstinence society is about to be formed, to be confined to peers 
and peeresses. Alcohol is to be strictly prohibited, under what- 
ever disguise it appears ; while all the noble members will, of 
course, take their cold water out of pier-glasses* 

• • 

Lawson on Himself.— At a Cumberland Liberal dinner, Sir 
WrLram Lawson took upon himself to describe the fete of an 
M.P. Party life, said he, is a hard one; it is all work and no 
pay. Six months, a British member of Parliament is an exile 
£rcj} home. He is sent away from the pleasant country; he 
cannot luxuriate in verdant meadows and leafy groves, listening to 
the bleating of sheep, the lowing of cattle, and the singing of 
birds. He has, instead, to listen to cries of " Order " from the 
Speaker, and sit till three or four o'clock in the morning listening 
to interminable twaddle and intolerable bores. He is called 
upon to pay subscriptions without any money, and make "speeches 
without ideas." Quite right, Sir Wilfbio ; only it is not often we 
have a confession which is at the same time so frank and so true. 
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NURSERY MORALS. 

No. IB. -ON MONSTERS, HOME-MADE, 



Herb before me, at this moment, lies a letter, written in a firm 
Roman hand, in which the writer says : — " In common courtesy 
yon might, at least, have deigned to give me a reply to my favour 
of the 21st instant" 

He calls it a " favour "—inadvertently, I presume. His 
feelings at the time, most likely, were too strong for him, and he 
thought that was 
the right way to 
put it. 

A month ag? 
only I met him. 
It seems to me like 
years. I found 
Maltravbrs wan- 
dering upon the 
shady side of* the 
street in which our 
publishing office is 
sitaate, and I took 
him kindly by the 
hand. The aspect 
of Maltravbrs at 
that moment was 
woebegone and de- 
spondent. The 
world had turned 
its back upon him. 

" An infamous 
conspiracy, sir, no- 
thing else — but I 
know the villain 
who is at the bot- 
tom of it all, and I 
will make him pay 
dearly, mark my 
words if I don't !" 

As it occurred to 
me, that possibly a 
few of the passers- 
by, seeing Maltha - 
veils waving his 
hands aloft and 
screaming, might 
suppose that I owed 
him half-a-crown, 
and he could not 
get it without vio- 
lence, I led him 
gently from the spot 
up a passage where 
there is a tavern, in 
which you may 
wave your arms and 
scream a good deal 
without attracting 
attention,' because 
they are rather used 
to it there. 

HereMALTSAVEBs 
unfolded his pitiful 
tale and partially 
drowned his sor- 
rows, and here I 
parted with a small 
sum, and talked 
perhaps a little too 
hopefully of a coming m 

storm, when the paper-maker and printer were squared, and ft 
was launched. 

It occurred to me K in a longish list of absolute necessities 
before the launching in question, that just such a man as Mal- 
travbrs was required on the staff, and I, having the promise of 
the sub-editorship, took upon myself to engage him right off, 
feeling hopeful of making it all right with the editor-in-chief. 



I could not help thinking at the time he accepted the engage- 
ment with some amount of nonchalance, and as though the 
whole London press were open to him, and he had only to 
choose. There was nothing absurdly over grateful about him, 
or meanly cringing, I wiU say that 
By the first post next morning I got a letter from Maltravbrs, 

saying the scheme 
of the publication 
was not bad, and 
with a few altera- 
tions (his) it would 
do, but no time 
ought to be lost. I 
must bustle about 
and put things into 
shape. 

Need I tell you, 
gentle reader, I am 
no bustler, and the 
editor-in-chief is, 
truth to tell, rather 
less so? I broke 
it to him about 
Maltravbrs, and 
he said, " All right, 
old boy. Get as 
many as you can. 
Any one with any- 
thing in him — 
every one with any- 
thing in him— shall 
be on our staff. 
What will you 
have?" 

There was a kind 
of vague compre- 
hensiveness about 
all this that stag- 
gered me a little, 
and when, by the 
afternoon's post, I 
got two letters and 
a post* card from 
Maltravbrs, fall of 
suggestions, and 
urging me not to 
allow the grass to 
grow under my feet, 
I felt there had, 
somewhere or other, 
been rattier too 
much precipitancy. 
It is only a month 
ago, but seems quite 
six, since I had the 
bad lock to meet 
Maltravbrs. I 
have parted with two 
pounds ten shillings 
in small loans, and 
about ten shillings 
more in mixed 
liquors. The date 
of the publication 
of the paper is 
rather further off 
me with an action for 
damages, and he has registered the name of the paper himself 
in his own name as his own property. 

When my editor-in-chief goes to register it, as he will most 
likely some day, when he tbioks of it, ;and things are more 
advanced, there will be a row 1 

The story whioh the picture before you is intended to illus- 
trate is somewhat similar, and is doubtless one among those 
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yon belt remember 1 Who, indeed, has not abed a tear of 
■arrow for the misfortunes of thai good young Prinoe yon may 
observe upon tto l fc iike ? Bleesed with a email independence, 
and early in liS&ewthed to the girl of his choice, all he had 
to do was to *4& to hie income and get married as soon as he 
ooold afford to do so. What a light task to impose upon him f 
but we afitkaow how he didn't perform it, light as it was, and 
how Jn eosmeftienee, it presently became the self-imposed duty, of 
his fMsr^Jaw that was to be, to find him some permanent em- 
ployment How he foiled 
np again and injitng for 
I do; a^djformypart,li 
ather-in-law most sometta 
had pfcked up with him. 
It's ha*d enough to 
t*£*t u* with a 
one's own, 
uring up, without 
' % one's family en- 
in tbe nmnufsiture. 
Jon see him here as he 
appeared aftpr his last and 
niost unsuccessful journey 
coming back to ask for 
just rmolnfrsfe chance. 
Durfcsg -$k Absence his 
Mars fotber-hvlaw has 
IwrudsmtrV committed 
a*de,aaa amml^d biB 
*M*jp*s*4: That fo the 
ttj^faarffeto right- 
~ wftWIiisfeet 

at his 
at, for 

At STjsjiSsfii window 
mar W^tf^ved the 

put in for^JBU^fit, with 
whom theiising young 
future husband, is holding 
discourse. It. would take 
tod long to repeat afi the 
young man said {Mxv- 
teatxbs has written me 
about two hundred royal 
octavo paces), but what 
the fctwers man said is, 
perhaps, more to the point, 
»wmi-- w Yahl'' 



The Salford election rather surprised some people. The Liberal 
notion was that a Liberal candidate would be at the head of the 
poll A Tory was returned by an overwhelming majority. Had 
the Liberal secured the greater number of Salford electors, we 
should have been assured that the long-looked-ibr" Liberal reac- 
tion" had begun. Now that the result is different, we ate 
told that the Tory was returned to Parliament because he had 
more cabs and committee-rooms than his opponent! This Is 
complimentary to the people of Salford. 



•q*ih nt&cpnm 



Evubt effort made in 
either House of Parlia- 
ment to discredit the ne- 
gotiations of the Govern, 
tteht singularly fails. $y 
iunuendOftby question/and 
by direct, assertion, a a** ... 

toon of the Opposition persists in letting the world believe that, 
had it been entrusted with the conduct of affairs, things would 
have been much more satisfactory than they aty What means 
would be, t*ken, and what pbject would be arrived at, are, how- 
ever, scrupulously ooncealed from the public, and we must, ac- 
cordingly, take the will for the deed. 

Messrs. BioeAuand Parnkll have become an organized ob- 
struction in the (Lower Hooue. The "divaiaion" they nightly 
take is* highly detrimental to the process of public business. 
Everybody is asking if there is no way of suppressing the serious 
fun, tut nobody seems able to suggest a remedy for the nuisance. 
Oould not the two hon. gentlemen be sent— say to the South 
African Bepublio, with an address of congratulation from the 
Irish people, or, if they prefer it, from the English nation itself? 
This & the only way. — 

Outside Parliament there are sure signs that the Government 
to maintain the popularity that placed (hem in power. 



•London, which eooner oj later manages to destroy the surface 
of almosteveryJsind of stone, a proposal has been made by Mr. 
Wills, of the Royal Conservatory, to cover it in, making a 
huge conservatory;, on .all aioVa of it So many of the London 
monuments are in such sad eese, that it is not a bad idea to 
put the prettiebt of them all into a glass one. 

* VOLUME XX. of " JUDY" 

Now [Ready, Handsomely Bound in Bid Cloth, GUt Letten 

r m*d JHgm, pritt Bight SWltogt. 

Uniform uith the above, VOLS. 1-19 of "JUDY," 

Pria Sight SkUUmgt «c*. 

Also, Casba m Bimhvo, Two Shflltegi each, nd Ratnnra Cads, Oai ShUUmg 
•ad Fourpnoe Mth. 

•' JUDT" OFFICE, TS, FLEET STREET, LONDON, B.O. 
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{That's the Sort of 
^friend w*s.) 



man A. Slopeb's 



5. After all, somehow or other, Spluttcbbt's 16 by 8 did not get hung. 
Instead of that, the oanraa came back by book-post— unpaid. 



Frame Shop? Slops* sayb he hesnoideat 



9 openlx 
says he] 



THE ONLY JONES. 

On Mr. Oluttibbuok and one Mr. Dobbs— if yon like to beliere the 
statement of the more or less reraoious historian of certain mornings at 
Bow Street half a century ago— "were oharged with haying created a 
great uproar and disturbance in the lobbies of Drury Lane Theatre, on the 
previous evening, and with having grievbusry assaulted certain peace- 
efiioers, who attempted to quell the said disturbance by taking the said 
Cluttirbuox and Dobbs into custody." These gentlemen were Corin- 
thians— tnat4s io say, in the fashion of the time, gentlemen who were 
up, down, and fy to. everything. 

Just before this, the brothers Gionoi and Robirt Cruikshavb: had. 
drawn some wonderfully popular plates' to Mr. Pibroi Boar the Blder's 
"Life in London," and Mr. Mohorirfv had written a piece from the 
onto ; "for," says an authority, writing ten years later, " he told Banc he 
had burnt the letterpress as being .perfectly useless" — and it proved the 
most successful drama that had ever been produced. "At its fiftieth 
representation," says the same authority, " we— even we— were compelled 
to see it from the orchestra, seats in tine boxes being utterly impossible, 
unless one oould condescend to an undignified rush." They were, some of 
them, in those days, perhaps a trifle too dignified, and a trifle more too 
long-winded; and the public tide has wonderfully changed nnee then, 
so that there must be something very wonderful indeed in its powers of 
attraction for Mohorirrv's play to be produced now, fifty years later, and 
for it to prove a success. So it would seem it has proved at the Surrey, where 



it has been revived with much care by Mr. Hollar* ; and if yon would know 
why— why, you must go and see it. You must see Mr. Sidbbt as Tom, 
Mr. Taylor as Jerry, Mr. Lilly as Logic, and Mr. Williams as Jemmy 
Green, all very good ; Mr. Lubhdkr as Prime Pit, and Mr. Rbbvrs as the 
Hon. Dick, good also ; and then yon must pay particular attention to some 
surprising novelties, for now-a-days— to the real l|ve " Champion of the 
Middle-weights" baring a set-to with the gloves with " Dior. Harriho- 
tov," and to "Tiddy MobrbalrV Dusty Bob, and the clowning of 
" the veteran Paul Hkrriho, who played clown at the time, 1880." Ton 
must really go and see all this, and Vauxhall Gardens, too, with ihe real 
" original oil lamps used at the time.'* And you must not eo'me away 
beftre the ? '.grand display of fireworks," by which time you wijl most 
likely have become rather confused, but must own also to having been 
much amused. 

At the Qpera OomiqueMr. Charlrs Mathiws, that most veteran of 
volatiles— or ought I to say, volatile of veterans *— is giving a round of 
his most popular characters, and I will not tell you to go and see him, 
because, of coarse, you must and wilL He is, I think, rather younger 
than usual this season, after his latest fatal illness, and his arduous auto- 
biographical labours. 

At the Aquarium Theatre the afternoon performances have recommenced, 
I am very pleased to record, and appear likely to be successful. One good 
idea is that the public, paying for seats in the theatre, are now entitled to 
admission to the Aquarium free of charge. 



PURBtSOLUBLEIf 
I ! I REFRESHING 



CADBURY'S 
COCOA ESSENCE 



fMriiHi *» 
tkttupttit 



LIEBIG'S 
LIQUID 

EXTRACT OF BEEF. 

In form of a wino, b c m o oi ng tno attri- 
bntos of solid food, an* equalling In Aaronr 
Snoot port. This, tho acnae of-n'mrlaa* 
moot, will forUfr (bo foobtost, and to a 
UmotyLinoo to invalid* tovfoUoM, by am 
or land" and otbon. Botoil in Omm of a 
doom, at 360. 



LIEBIG'S 
TONIC 
WINE. 



Llqoid Extract of Bool. ,. 

aoprovad toniao an «o blondod m Io 

ltononrof unrivalled riobnoM and nnrttjr ; 
wffio oBloloon ao a drink, tfei To4atlfOrat< 
inf powvro cannot bo otor eottaaatod 
BMaif in Snoot of a doaan at jdo. 

Stores, 12, Cloak Lane, E.C., and all Wine Deaden. 
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AN OLD FOGY'S MAT-DAY REVERIE, 

Jmat Twenty Tears ago. 

Of course ! Another miserable morning 1— Cold as charity ; East 

wind blowing like the dooae an' all ; leaden aky, and the glass 

going down like One o'clock ! I wonder how many more times 

I'm to tell Mrs. Dubblxohim to let me have my shaving-water 
hot, not tepid ! There, I thought so, oat myself sgain ! Con- 
found it ! Hang the woman's inattention ! And I pay thirty 
shillings a week for these two rooms, without extras 1 Ton my 
soul, I ve really a doosid good mind— — I 

Dressed at last, thank Goodness 1 And really, what with my 
gouty foot, acute rheumatism in my right shoulder, and this con- 
founded cough, it is something to be thankful for to get it over 
and leave that cold bedroom for this snug sitting-room! What 

a great institution is a fire, to be sure ! Ha, so Mrs. Dubblb- 

chin has aired and cut my Timet for me ! Really, that woman 
has tome good points. And now let's see what she has given me 

to breakfast A broiled mackerel ; a kidney on buttered toast 

—hot and hot; one new-laid tgg; some of Mrs. D.'s excellent 
ooffee ; and a thimbleful of poor old Billy's famous Maraschino 
to tap up with ! Good ! And now for the mackerel ! 

****** 

A single knock at the street door. Now a gentle tap at mine. 

"Come in." 

44 Oh, if 8 you, Mrs. Dobblechin. Anything the matter ? " 

44 No, sir ; oh, dear no, sir ; leastways, sir, it's on'y our reg'lar 
chimbley-sween, who is Jaok-in-the-Green this May Day, and 
have called with his mates, and 'opes, sir, as you'll remember the 
May Queen ? " 4< Thank you kindly, sir." 

May Day! Remember the May Queen ! May Day? What! 

thit t — this miserably forbidding morning, with the scowling sky ! 
And May Queen? What, that! Great heavens, that brazen 



jade with the painted cheeks, tawdry rags, and soiled paper 
flowers in her unkempt hair 1 Bah 1 Let me get back to my 
Timet end broiled kidneys. 

Nothing in the papers, at least nothing that /, somehow, 

seem to care to read 1 These kidneys, too, nice as they look, 
don't, somehow, seem to tempt my appetite as usual this morn- 
ing I'm ontof sorts, I suppose; this confounded East wind 

touches up us old fellows, I take it. 

No. I cant manage any more breakfast. I mutt be out 

of sorts. Let me make up the fire, wheel this invalid easy-chair 

up to it, and smoke a quiet cigar Sob !— this is better than 

outside, I take it ***** 

May Day ! Why will my thoughts go back to it ? why is 

it that that far-off time — that long, long dead day is now so near ? 
Near ! Ah me ! is the Memory of that day ever absent? 

Pshaw ! I'm an old fool to talk like this, and yet ? 

Ay, ay, it wiU come— I csmtot shut it out ! There, before 

me now, as though it were yesterday, is the scene. 

A fair lawn sloping to the broad shining River. A two- 
storeyed picturesque old house, so thickly covered with ivy and 
creeping plants as to leave scarce an inch of red brick visible. 
Beyond, a large, old-fashioned garden, where the air is heavy 
with the perfume of the May, and upon which the dying sunlight 

is lingering, as though loth to depart k golden-haired girl 

wandering among the flowers she loved so well— herself a flower 
among flowers. Pink blossoms of the hawthorn are in her 
hair, in her softly beating bosom, and in one hand she carries a 
tiny bouquet of the sweet Mayflower, just presented to her by her 

companion Hush! Her companion U addressing her now 

with passaionate speech ; his voice trembles with the excess of 
his emotion ; he is pleading for Sometbiog which, from his 
earnestness, might be his very life ; his whole soul seems to go 
out to her in those fervid words 

Methinka I can hear the end of the talk in that garden e'en 
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deep-bine eyes; a little 
fluttering out towards him. 



* 1 on my heart — Ghosts of the 

wned you Queen of the May. 
y Queen, not only for this May 
all time ? If you will, give to 
ms you hold thus." 
ted ; she turns the heaven of a 
tender light shines up from the 
hand hearing the blossoms comes 

" b lips ; then he 



err 

# 
: at her Answer 
as lain next my 

Tea, this 

et Flower. It 
^changing and 
ilso the symbol 
—of that heart 
s love of pure 

r, and she says 

years ago, and 
led ten! 



le, have excited 
great alarm in the minds of certain persons, who sf e a foe to 
the Empire in every foreigner of distinction, a national rival in 
every continental power, and expect the end of all things when- 
ever they hear the report of a popgun : — 



" A Russian officer has received 
permission to make a tour of in- 
spection of all our dockyards and 
such Government establishment* 
as be may desire to visit.— Jrmy 
and Navy Gazette. 



" General Walker, the British 
military attache* at Berlin, has 
tendered his resignation in conse- 
quence of the unpleasant feeling pro- 
voked by his simple request to be 
permitted to view certain fortifica- 
tions. On dit that at a recent 
military examination at Berlin, can- 
didates were asked to describe ac- 
curately the fortifications of Ports- 
mouth, and that they. all accom- 
plished the task."— Corresponds 
of Daily Paper. 

Such alarmists may be sure that it is not from those agents of 
foreign .Governments who ask openly and plainly to be allowed 
to view our dockyards that mischief is to be apprehended. 
Indeed, it is a question whether any foreign Government has 
learned half as much from its own emissaries as it has from 
injudicious critics at home. 



TTTR ONTiY JONES. 

THE Westminster Aquarium is 
slowly, but surely, working 
its way into popularity. In 
the afternoon theatre Cyrits 
Success is played daily, and 
is well worth seeing. A 
troupe of real Indian snake 
charmers, fire-eaters, etc — 
the first ever imported into 
England— are now added to 
the other attractions ; and 
as Zazbl's performance is 
forbidden by the authorities, 
ZAUL,it is said, will not much 
longer be permitted to allow 
herself to be shot out of a 
gun. To the best of my 
belief, ZaaiL is the one soli- 
tary instance on record of a 
young lady so fired, with love 
of her art. But the per- 
formance seems to be con- 
trary to the canons. 

A countryman coming to 
Town just now, after a year 
or two's absence, must be 
rather amased by the list of 
old pieces being given at 
the London ^theatres. The 
Palace of Truth, revived at the Haymarket ; the Peep jftiW, •* the 
Adelphi, and a pantomime ; Richard III. and The Lottery Iticket, at the 
Lyceum ; Rip Van Winkle, at the Princess's ; The Wandering Heir, at 
the St. James's ; London Assurance, at the Prince of Wales's ; The Liar 
and The Cosy Couple, at the Opera Comique ; and Our Soys at the 
Vaudeville. Why were not every one of these things being played when 
he was here last ? or, if hot every one, half of them were, and the other 
half the time before f 

At the Olympic, at any rate, he does not find Foul Play just as he 
left it It has been reproduced, and the greater part rewritten. I fancy 
Mb. Chahlkb Reads must possess a rather limited sense of the ridiculous, 
or he would very materially have cut down the scene on the island. I 
thought the good clergyman painting three-sheet posters, and starting 
birds with telegrams tied to their tails, rather funny ; and when the 
lunatic sailor thought he would undress himself before he died, and 
began to take off his clothes, I smoled a little through my blushes, 
though, fortunately, he stopped short at his waistcoat I rather think 
it put me and most of the ladies in the audience in mind of the sailor 
undressing on horseback in a circus. Mr. Nbvillu and Miss Patbmav 
both act extremely well, and there are some good scenes, notably one in 
the last act, in which Mr. Forbes Robertson is very clever. 

A benefit in aid of the rescued miners and their brave deliverers will 
be given on Thursday morning, May 8, at the Folly Theatre, on which 
occasion Miss Lydli Thompsob and every member of the company, also 
the employes, will give their gratuitous services, and the entire receipts 
will be handed over to the fund* 



From the Stock Exchange. 
Now that, in consequence of the war, Russian stocks are going down, it is 
worth recollecting that the best home securities are the fastenings of the 
front door. 



MAY DAY, IN FOUR PERIODS. 



1. Time, the Presen . 



2. In our Youth. 



3. Some time ago. 



4* Ever so long ago. 
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JUDY'S LUNATIC CONTRIBUTOR AND TW-E ACADEMY.: 



1. Judy's L. C. did not see why he 
should not "send in" this year; he 
therefore went out end bought mate- 
rials, riding home again on a vehicle. 



2. The question was, Whet subject, and howj 
about a model? Why should not he, by the aid 
of a mirror, be his own? He was ! 



8. Here he is when he thought 
out-rivalling Miss Thompson. 



4. Extra models laid in, in 
consequence. 



5. Then his thoughts wandered to Hillaib, 
and how beautifullybe did some shavings, some 
time back; and he managed at great expense 
to procure one for study. 



0. Then he stood to him- 
self for something Historical, 
after the style of— well, say 
Prtik. 



7. But, on consideration, not wishing to cut 8. And here he is, pa- 
out so many famous painters, he ultimately re- tiently w aiting the ver- 
solved to do one entirely out of his own head. A ,^. Z 4 tV . ' in. 
It was sent m and accepted. diet of the public 
[Then trill, anyhow, be one good picture tku ytmr. 



SHABBY eXSTBKL PBOVEBBS: 

Specialty adopted to Hard Up People during May Weather. 
A hbw umbrella-caw covers a multitude of slits. 
A patch, well put on, ia as good as a new shoe. 
A paper collar never goee to the wash. 
Always put off till to-morrow what you cannot pay to-day. 
In a shower of rain an old hat looks as good as a new one. 
The man who goes often to the tailor gets the account at last 
Half a nair of gloves is better than none at all. 
It is a short bill that has no renewal. 
Never leave off a brass chain till you get a gold one. 
Thud-class travelling is as good as second when you meet nobody 

yon know. 
Level boot-heels and a light heart always go together. 



THUMB MAEKS. 



bbbj. Nimco have published many boys 9 story books, and most of them 
are such good ones that it is difficult to award the just amount of praise 
to each. " The Castaway's Home," however, is a very good story of the 
" Bobmson Crusoe " type. 

la it out of order for the Editor of Judy to mention here that the 
Second Edition of his little sixpenny Qoteiping Guide to ike Sight* of 
London has just been published by Messrs. Marshall & Son, 125, 
Fleet Street, and to quote from the preface this statement f — "The 
other day I told a great traveller of my acquaintance that I had formed 
a bold and terrible resolve — \ intended, in cold blood and malice afore- 
thought, to go up St. Paul's and the Monument, and visit the Tower and 
the British Museum. He bade me take time to think the matter over, 
and do nothing rath ; and called next day to see how I was getting on, 
watching me closely and curiously. He, however, found me still adhering 
steadfastly to the fell project I had conceived, and that I was on the very 
point of starting for the Monument. He then; insisted that I should 



allow him to come with me in the cab as far as Fish Street Hill'; and he 
shook hands with me, with emotion, in front of the place where you pay 
threepence. When I had got a third of the way upstairs, I heard a voice 
calling to me to stop, for Goodness* sake : it was my friend's voice—' If 
you will do it,' he said, ' I suppose I had better do it too.' I will not 
say that this will be found to be really and truly the cheapest, the very 
best, the most useful, and most entertaining guide to London ever pub- 
lished— I will not say all that, but I, of course, think so.— C. H. B." 
In this guide some account is given of a journey through Londonshire 
and its environs, undertaken at the desire of the grandsons of Comhthla* 
Tom and Jsaar Hawthorvs, of Somersetshire, Esquires; by a Oner 
Eyed Philosopher of Terrible Experiences, which has been retold by 
Ohab. H. Bees, and is embellished by A. Chasucoki. 



THE HSBO. 



Thb cannons all were silent, the bugle ceased to sound, 

And many a valiant warrior lay lifeless on the ground ; 

For night had forced an armistice upon the eager foes, 

And all around was quietness, save where the cry arose 

From wounded and from dying, or when the war-horse neighed, . 

For man and beast alike had felt the keenness of the blade. 

And now a lonely maiden is searching o'er the plain, 

For she would find her lover, to kiss, if he be slain ; 

To tend his wounds if wounded, to bathe his aching head ; 

And still she weeps, for much she fears he's numbered with the dead. 

For hours she wanders slowly, and looks at every face, 

Till weary, sad, and footsore, she leaves the horrid place. 

But where, oh, where's her hero ? For his country has he died ? 

And was he foremost in the fight— the bravest on his side f 

She walked till nearly day-break, in sad and pensive mood, 

When suddenly the lost one before the maiden stood. 

Joy I* jey ! he had not perished ! Ere was the fight begun, 

The owner of that gallant form had turned about and run I 
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THE PASSING OBSERVER 

Uhfoundbd Report.— Farthing post-oards have been intro- 
duced into Japan. The rumour that Mr. Gladstone is making 

arrangements to 

take np his resi- 
dence in that 
country in order to 
avail himself of 
this new means of 
communication, is 
unfounded. 
• • 

Going Through 
a Good Deal. — 
What is termed 
•• a remarkable dis- 
covery" has been 
made in diguing a 
well at Meux's 
brewery in Totten- 
ham Court Road. 
When the green- 
sand formation was 
reached, an abun- 
dant supply of 
water was found, 
and the engineers 
believe that in the 
green-sand there is 
an ample supply of 
water for the wants 
of all London. In 
order to do this, 
however, we are 
told, the men had 
to " sink through 
" the earth to the 
depth of over 1,000 
feet"! The only 
wonder is that they 
ever came up again. 

One Wat of 
Looking at It.— 
A harmless kind 
of petty larceny — 
Taking photo- 
graphs. # 

Overdoing It.— 
Much emphatio 
advice is cited 
from Maoaulay 
and others on the 
desirability of ad- 
vertising, hut it is 
only recently that 
it has been shown 
what really can 
be done in this 
way by any one 
who gives his mind 
to the subject A 
certain provincial 
grocer is said to 
nave oarried to a 
funeral an um- 
brella on which 
was painted con- 
spicuously his 
name and business, 
and held it over 
the clergyman's head while he read the prayers. This certainly 
was carrying the thing a little too far 1 

What Next?— Apropos of the little girl who was dismissed 
from school because she did not curtsey to somebody, it is 



TH 



LATEST 



Model Ladiu* Maid, Cook's hot at all will. Mm ! 

NlOHTBMARE, I CALLS IT 



Newly Married Young Lady. Too don't say so, Harries! 

Model Ladies' Maid. Well, Mem, sub dreamt as bow wi was all a-sittimo at Dinner quits COM- 
FORTABLE LIKE, AMD SHE TAKES OFF THE COVER, AND WHAT DO TOO THUK SHE SAW, Ms 

Newly Married Young Lady. I can't oukm, really I 
Model Ladiee' Maid (i» tonet ef terror). American Beef ! ! ! I 



annonnoed that some of the clergy in the neighbourhood are 
ordering that no collars, cuffs, artificial flowers, fathers, brooches, 
lockets, or earrings may be worn by the children attending the 
Sunday school, and the boys must have their hair oat to a particular 

pattern. The next 

desirable thing 
would seem to be, 
that some persons 
should have their 
heads shaved — 
only, this time it 
would not be any 

of the scholars. 

• 

• • 

In the Name of 
the Peophet 
Fios !— What is 
the right kind of 
food for a student 
with an appetite 
for figures ? — 

Dates, to be sure. 

• 

A Tremendous 
Puff. — Shooting 
Zazel out of the 
cannon, at the 

AquariumTheatre. 

• 

• • 

Change of 
Heao-obess.— It 
it annonnoed that 
the present most 
uncomfortable and 
unsightly shako 
worn by the infan- 
try is doomed, and 
will shortly be re- 
placed by a neat- 
looking feltbelmet 
Orders have been 
given to the Royal 
Clothing Factory 
te arrange for the 
immediate supply 
of 200,000 of these 
helmets. Some 
change of this 
kind has long been 
needed, and at last 
the want has made 
itself— felt 



From Regent 
Street.— "The 
correct thing in 
gloves"— The 
hands. # 

Making Light 
of It. — Bottled 
sunshine, at one 
time looked upon 
ss fabulous, seems 
likely to beoome 
fact Since the 
invention of the 
radiometer, an in- 
strument showing 
the influenoe of 
light in the pro- 
duction of mecfaan- 
ioal motion— 
scientific toy may be seen in operation in 



HORROR. 

Very bad Dream last niqkt, Mem ! 
What was it all about 



Quite 



which pretty little 

the opticians' windows in Fleet Street— engines to be driven by 
the sun's rays have beoome the talk of the day in Paris. They 
have not as yet absolutely commenced running, but when we get 
them, they will, of course, all be "beam" enoines. 
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YET ANbTHCRDEMONStftATIO N, 

umbrella. As jet, however, the** was uo^partioular demon- 
stration upon the part of the othe$ inhabitants of London, who 
took na notice of A. Slopes whatever. 

Arrived on the EmbankmdntMr Slopkb took up his position 
on the stump of a tree in the owre of a patch of grass, and 




Meeting. Blopkb 



Jjrctoon escitemeni has prevailed for some time past irf Popping 
Coe^ Jlaei Street, E.C. 
A. Sbojvn has reoently resided in Poppin's Court. 
The excitement above referred to has been partly owing to 
the^&tot just mentioned, and partly to a manifesto issued by 
A. SioPKR relative to the release of an unfortunate nobleman 
How languishing. 

Same excitement is also 
telfpj A. Slopbb's landlord 
regard to the first 
1 rent, doe to-morrow ; 
is is not shared by the 
topping, who won't be 
put ef pocket in either 

's manifesto was 
attached by A. Slo- 
he portal of his resi- 
dence, and was subsequently 
nulled down by A. Sxopeb b 
landlord, an< consequence of 
the assemblage of multi- 
tudes. 

. In the document in ques- 
tion, A. Slopes, the eminent 
IMtejafiur and Friend of 
Man generally— also woman, 
in a # Pl*tohio sense, when a 
nice, one (address, marked 
Proofs, to business premises, 
75, Fleet Street, prepaid. 
Don't write to Slops*** resi- 
dence—called upon one hun- 
dred thousand stern men and 
true to rally round and march 
with drawn swords down 
upon the House of Commons. 

The following is a portion 
of the document :•— 

♦ftfitnathia time, weather 
permitting, show that resist- 
ance is- useless. , Let .us 
sharpen our cutlasses, if we 
have, any -handy, or* in the 
othe* caee^ilefc ti» .borrow, 
deadly weapons of those who 
will lend them. This time 
let us not be choked off with 
tea and muftns. 

•• Let our watchword be * Liberty or Death.' 

" Don't, however, let none of us get hurt— if we can help it." 

The effect of tnese thrilling words upon the Poppins was 
absolutely magioaL Deafening shouts rent the air, and a uni- 
versal call for A. Slopkb. immediately occurred. As he appeared 
at an upper window, bowing gracefully, the air was thick with 
testimonials, aidVsome 6{ the window-panes were broken. 

Next dayA.'StopfeB wad true to Ms word, and not having 
succeeded in obtaining' the numerous cutlasses that had been 
promised him, marched upon Westminster, flourishing his 



Blofvr over-excited. 



M Q" IN THE CORNER. 

Did you ever before witness such patriotism in a Itofiamentary 
Opposition as was manifested by the Liberal leaders in the 
debate on IJome Rule for- Ireland? Its force as well as its 
direction surprised everybody. When it was proposed to nomi- 
nate a committee to inquire into the nature, the extent, and 
rrth of the demand of a large proportion of the Irish people 
the restoration to Ireland of an Irish Parliament, there was 
no occasion for the Ministry to oppose the motion. The tremen- 
dously virtuous indignation shown by the Liberal chiefs, of every 
complexion of Liberalism, at the bare mention of Home Rule for 
Ireland, made it unnecessary for anybody on the right of the 
Speaker to say a word. 

Mr. Forsibr could not listen to a motion the terms of which 
" involved one of the most important constitutional ohanges that, 
could be conceived. 



The Monitor an tfcej Palings. 



] »h. when the friends of the 

Martyr should have arrived. 
After some time (about 
two hours), a boy of some- 
what small size occupied 
the top of the paling oppo- 
I site to him, and A. Slopes 

; thought that perhaps he had . 
• r better not delay the com- 
I menoement of his speech any 

J longer. 

He therefore called upon 
\ the spectator to aid him in 

the great work. He regretted 
that the Doctor had fallen 
off a little fromjjthe good., 
cause, and that his fhend 
Whalley was not as reliable 
as he might be. Skipwobth 
was still all there, and so' 
was Db Moboan and Mr. 
and Mrs. Cobbbtt. The 
things he missed most were, 
perhaps, the other 90,909 
stern men and true, who 
had not turned up with 
their drawn swords, as per 
agreement. 

Here the hundred thou- 
sandth present asked A. 
Slopes who he was a-hoQer- 
ing at. This interruption 
was, however, passed over 
by the eminent litterateur 
with the contempt it de- 
served, and he went otf to 
dwell upon the enormity wf 
the continuance of Tioh-,, 
bobnb's prolonged imprison- 
ment. He asked why it 
was . so, and whether we 
were to go on being <recreant 
slaves any longer or not? 
He then evinced a desire to 
know how: much was said by Government for evidence* and 
expressed a regret that he hadn't heard in time, or he would 
have been in the swim like the rest, and was about to make 
a further etatement when— he lost his balance and went back- 
wards. 

Upon; this jthe one hundred thousandth went off into a fit ^of 
laughter* and went backwards also, 



The Monitor oTsr-exelted. 



As the 
dock, A. 
ways in 



be lastri 

nAkt( 



rajs of the setting sun fell upon the face of th&.i 
be and the test of the meeting slowly wended their. I 
ite directions, rubbing. 



Mr. s^PfeiT followed. He was at a loss to know what Borne 
Rule meant, and what it was designed to advance. Of course, , 
if he were forced to choose between the alternatives of Borne , 
Rule and Repeal, he would favour Repeal, " because that was 
something intelligible, clear, and distinct." , 

The Mabquis of Habtimgton was equally explicit " The 
party to which I belong," said the noble Lord, " has always had 

VOLUME XX. of " JUDY," 

Now Beady, Handsomely Bound in Red Cloth, OUt Letters 
and Bdgta, priet Sight Shillings. 

Uniform with the above, VOLS. 1-19 of "JUDY," 

Pric* Bight Shilling* tach. 

Also, Oasb for Bihddto, Two Shilling* each, and Rxasino Cases, One Bhffifng 

and Fourpenoe eaah. 

*' JUDT" OFFIOB, 78, FLBET STREET, LONDON, B.O. 



Digitized by 



Google 



so 



JUDY, OE THE. LONDON SERIO-COMIC JOURNAL. . [Kit 2, 1877. 

j • ' • ; ' ■' ; • • • ' ■ - f - 

SOME S-TAQE SCENERY. 



fltady of Sea and Sky from on board Ship. A is a Sky Border. 
| Splendid Atmospheric Effect B and are Wings, showing Gunwale 
|£ and Sea-line of Horizon. They don't it much, but no matter. 



The Domestic Arrangements of Messrs. Box and Cox, as represented 
oooasionally on a Benefit Night at the Theatres Royal Drury Lane and 
OoTent Garden. Nice and roomy at the price, you must all allow. 



Two Plate put together rather too hastily, 
up a bit with Setting Sun. 



Rustic Interior, mixed 



A Low Comedian, with no sense of perspective, has a lark with 
distant Windmill. 



for ite watohword * Civil and Religous Liberty."' But, he was 
easeful to explain, he could not agree to proposals which he 
believed to be *' injurious to that unity essential to the great 
intereetd of the British Empire." 

Mr. Gladstone, too, wlio haa always something to explain, 
oould not think of appointing a committee to consider the Con- 
dition of Ireland Question. In fact, the Liberal parky, in the 
•course' of debate, made solemn declaration, through its leaders, 
that it toad no connection or relation whatever with the heresy of 
which the member for Limerick is hieraroh. 

Now, why did the Liberal party take the pains<to show its 
unalterable attachment to the Constitution as it is ? The answer 
is at hand. There was, just before, an election at 
Liberal candidate was the favourite. In his pei 
have been demonstrated that the Liberal reactioi 
He was to have been returned by an overwheli 
He was to have been the first to break down tl 

aority so offensive in its unity to the Opposition benches. To 
ce assurance doubly sure, he made himself agreeable to the 
Home Rulers, who at Salford form an important faction in the 
constituency. Thereupon he lost his chance. Salford would not 




have him, and his Tory opponent was returned with a majority 
that showed it must have been swelled by Liberal votes. Q. 

MAY, 1877. 
When they shall speak a hundred years to come, 

In a new age, small, mean, and sordid, 
Of these, the good old times— there may be some 

Few gallant deeds left unrecorded. 
The Hero of the Mine! We'll keep bis name— 

Our great-grandohildren tell the story, 
How from the Dark, into bright sunlit lame. 

Stout hearts have fought, with hands all gory ! , 
Of such tough stuff our Englishmen are mads, 

The first and foremost in the tussle ; 
Their foes e'er now full penalty have paid, 

Fitted 'gainst British pluck and muscle. 
And now war rumours, coming from afar, 

Onoe more set heroes' hearts in motion ! 
The brave old British Lion 'gainst you, Cxas— , . 

Think twice! Say, do you like the notion ? 
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THE FIR ST DAY. 

TiMB-About 4 p.m. 



ART) 



SkUHng SmtU, What ▲ coffowdib ruibabcs it is to Crowd the place bo ! Br Jove, I*vb bier here sikci Tee o'Clock this Morkibg, 

D HATES*! Stn THE PICTURES TBT 1 TOE XT WORD, rVB ▲ GOOD HIED TO DEHAED XT MoHT BACK ! 

_^_^ [/)ofm'< thovgh, when he hat thought it over. 



AT THE ACADEMY. 

[B Royal Academy Exhibition of 
this year is decidedly below ibe 
average. Never do we remem- 
ber fo many inferior pictures on 
the line, and tbii when it it well 
known thai many good pictures 
by artifti of repnte have been 
rejected, while others are shot to 
the top-" tkied" ; of the latter 
take bat one example — Brswt- 
HALL'i "Sleeping Beauty," a 
picture that would have formed 
a beautiful line centre to any 
wall in the gallery ; but we have 
no space for grumbling, and will 
content ourselves with pointing 
to a few of the gems of the Ex- 
hibition. Millais'b " Sound of 
Many Waters " is a grand land- 
scape—perhaps the finest be has 
ever painted; "An Egyptian 
Feast,' 1 Love, is one of the most 
important works in the gallery ; 
it is perfect in construction and 
weU painted, but waatingstrengtb. 
"A Knight of the Seventeenth 
Century/' "A Sword and Dag- 
ger Fight," and " A Lady of the Seventeenth Century," are all splendid 
examples of Petto. Of " The Four 8000008," Alxa Tadbha, we think 
Autumn the best, but all are beautiful; " Queen of the Swords," 
Orohardbob. is simply exquisite ; perhaps no other artist of the English 
School has that delicate and refined sense of action and grace, in so high 
a degree, as this painter. "The Dragon's Cavern," Pool, is undoubtedly 
one of the finest works in the collection— poetical in the highest aegree. 
" Cardinal Wolsey at Leicester Abbey," Sir Joke Gilbert, has all the 
best .qualities of the artist; "Summer Showers," Vicat Cole, though 



somewhat mint in colour, is a sweet pi'ce of work— the water is most 
beautifully painted ; "The Spider and the Fly" is a good example of 
Mares, but really the kind-looking old Spider seems the better men of the 
two ; "On the Coast of Yorkshire," A. W. Hubt, is one of the finest 
poetical seascapes in the gallery; "Loss of a Barque in Yarmouth 
Roads," H. Moore, is the best of this gifted artist's work in the collec- 
tion. "Intercepted Despatches," Sbtmour Lucas, a clever work, showing 
strong dramatic power ; " Snow in Spring," G. H. Bouohtor, has all the 
grace and beauty peculiar to this artist's work ; " Harmony," F. Dickser, 
is a marvellous bit of painting — doubtless one of the best works from the 
young men this year ; and the same may be said of "Potato Harvest," 
B. W. Macbeth, although no two works could possibly be more opposite 
in feeling. " After the Storm," Small, is a powerful picture, and will 
advance the repute of the artist; "A Hit, a very Palpable Hit," and 
" En-famUle," E. Clattoe, two very clever pictures, full of good earnest 
work that must besr fruit ; " A Picnic Psrty on the Lagoon," is a good 
specimen of Kilburne ; " Oliver Cromwell at Marston Moor," and ''Iron- 
sides Betnrning from Sacking a Cavalier's House," Crofts ; and " The 
Battle Of Alma," Phiuppotbaux, are the prominent "War" pictures 
of the year. 

We close our brief remarks by calling attention to the Monument (con- 
taining a well-executed Medallion Portrait) to the late Fred Walker, to 
be erected in Cookbam Church, which is the kind gift of the Sculptor, 
H. H. Arhstbad. : 

"POOR GLADSTONE!" 

This is the way in which the turbulent member for Greenwich is spoken 
of by his former friends. He is " a lost man," they say. Well, there 
can be no doubt that his foolish and un-English proceedings daring the 
last twelvemonths have excited a universal feeling of disgust among his 
countrymen, though they have endeared him to the Russians ; but still 
his former supporters sre not justified in reviling him. They thought 
proper to take a renegade Tory for their leader, and he was precisely the 
same intemperate, indiscreet person when he led them as he is now. His 
character was well hit off some years ago by an undoubted Liberal, little 
jEHKnr, the member for Dundee, when he thus described him : " His 
temper is that of a fierce woman, whom annoyance, or jealousy, or dis- 
appointment deprives of reason." 
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A MAN OF MYSTERY. 

O the truth is out 
now. I have only 
( just found out 
Muggins. 

Not the Mug- 
gins you mean, 
though— not the 
game at cards — 
my Muggins, the 
Man of Mystery. 
WewereatSlo- 
cum Podger to- 
gether last year. 
It was there and 
then I made his 
acquaintance ; but 
I had not the re- 
motest notion at 
that period that 
he was really 
Muggins, and, 
more than that, 
that he was the 
Muogins who ad- 
vertises in all the 
papers — Muggins, 
the famous Private 
Inquirist, whom 
everybody has 
heard of. I pro- 
bably should not 
have spoken to 
Muggins under 
m— unless you have 
oeen tnere — wnat siocom roager is nae. 

I had exhausted the ooastguardsman as a source of entertain- 
ment, and I also observed that he began to pet into a way of 
sighting me at a distance, and thereupon locking himself up in 
his wooden box, which, several times repeated, X began to look 
upon as an approach to a hint. 

I had been the rounds with the postman, for the sake of variety, 
and began to feel sad. The landlord at the hotel told me he gene- 
rally did, and suggested some of his sour ale as an enlivener, but 
I found I hadn't the constitution it required in the earlier stages. 
I had made up my mind to sacrifice the rest of my week's 
rent, paid in advance, and was on my way to the railway station, 
bag in hand, when my eye fell upon a human form walking in 
the same direction. I did not know his back. How was this? 
I thought I knew all the Slocum Podger backs by this time 
— there were not many. This must be a stranger. 



i 



He walked before me to the railway station, and as he orossed 
the threshold I heard him ask when the last up train went It 
had just gone. 

I also wanted the last up train. We were brothers in misfortune. 

44 Confound it!" said he. 

14 Confound it!" said I; and a conversation ensued, during 
which we slowly walked together side by aide to the hotel 

He said he must stay there that night I did not like to go 
back to my lodgings after what had occurred, so I stayed too. 

We supped together. The stranger was a most amusing man. 
We took a walk together on the sands next morning, and lost 
another up train. I don't think I ever knew a man with so 
much anecdote. We lived together and took all our meals 
together at that hotel for three weeks. 

I don't know why on earth I did it, but I was rather mysterious 
about myself, and told a tarradiddle or two about my name and 
place of residence. He was candour itself, and said bis name 
was Brown. The only thing that at all shook me about him was 
that I didn't think he wore a shirt 

This certainly disturbed me. His sleeves were tight, and I 
could not see very far up his arm; but, as far as I could see, 
there was an unaccountable bareness that preyed on me 
rather. I laid deep schemes to unravel the secret. I pretended 
I had seen an ear-wig turning the corner of his wrist. He 
shook himself, saying he did not object to those insects, and took 
no further notice. 

I had serious thoughts of pushing him off the end of the 
pier, but even then I might not have found out 

At last, one day, at a moment's notice, he cried, " I'm off! " 
and rushed away and caught the train. 

I was rather afraid to face the landlord. I made sure he had 
not paid his bill ; but in this I wss wrong. He had paid. He 
had paid daily. He had no luggage with him whatever. 
♦ * * ♦ * ♦ 

Six months later I saw him at the theatre. I pointed him out 
to a friend of mine, who knows everybody. 4< Know him ? " said 
he, •• of course I do. He's Muggins, the famous plainclothes man !" 

I met Muggins at the refreshment-bar shortly afterwards, and 
nudged him in the ribs. " Do you know/' said I, " I hadn't a 
notion who you were, old fellow, all the while we lived together 
at Slocum Podger ? I never dreamt you were a detective." He 
seemed staggered. 

44 How ever did you find it out ? " he said. 

44 Never mind," said I, in my sly way. * Come, now, who were 
you after ? " 

44 You won't let it go further ?" said he; "and you won't be 
offended ? " 

"Offended! Why?" 

44 Well," said Muggins, 4< the fact is, I made rather a mull of it 
I mistook you for the man I wanted." 

I gasped a little. "What had he done?- saidL 

44 Murder was one of them," replied Muogins, quietly. 



THE 'CUTE MANAGER; or, The Slave Circular Nowhere. 




"Gad!" sa'd the 
Manager to himi elf . 

"the INFANT JONKS 

made a great hit as 
the Elf King thla 
year; I mutt secure 
htm again for the 
next Pantomime 



*' Then, Madam," raid the Mana- 
ger, "you mean to atand in your 
own light, aud won't sign the agree- 
ment. The money is sure: look 

what a hit he made, and " 

" Nearly broke hit neck every 
night in those horrid traps/' in- 
terrupted Mrs. Joins. "No, SJr1 
no more Theatres for him I * 



(The Scene now changes to Mr. Jones's 
lodgings.) Manager. Pardon me, Jones, 
you are separated from your wife? 
J one*. Merely formal dear boy, not 
judiah'l; you shoe, Mrs. J. don't un'- 
stan' my little— Manager. Just so; 
merely formal, you say. Oh 1 by the 
bye, your boy made a great hit ! Jones. 
Immenshel dear boy I 



Jontt. Letsh un'stan' 
His shallery J draw! 

Manager, Certainly I 

/ones. Of m< 
111 shign it 1 



you. 



"Jones's signature 
is certainly rather 
shaky, 1 * said the Ma- 
nager to himself, over 
his cigar, but I think 
it good enough for 
me, anyhow. 
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THE 

PASSING OBSERVER. 

Of Coubsb Thxt Do.— 
The latest female eccen- 
tricity for Paris wear is a 
boot which differs from all 
other boots in this respect, 
that it is laced up at the 
back, from the heel No 
amount of ridicule will, of 
course, have any effect 
upon the '.fair wearers of 
these novel lace-ups: in 
such matters, all that is 
possible for the ignorant 
male is- laisser /aire. As 
to the .boots, doubtless 
they are becoming enough 
to anit the fair wearers, as 
we 'should say, " down to 
the ground." 
• • 

The Reason Why.— A 
contemporary, ^criticizing 
the artificial life led by 
devotees of fashion during 
the London season, in- 
quires, " Why do people 
leave comfortable roomy 
houses and large estates 
in the country?" The 
answer is, that neither a 
roomy house nor a large 
estate is the sort of thing 
to carry in the waistcoat 
pocket ; and so, when 
people come to town, they 
are obliged to leave these 
things in the country. 
That is why. 

Getting a Good Hand. 
— The London School 
Board is laying great stress upon the necessity of its scholars 
acquiring a good style of penmanship. This is quite proper. 
Many a young man has got (from bankers and others) large sums 
of money by means of clever handwriting. It is true that some 
of these young men have also got a term of penal servitude 
afterwards— but that was because they did the write thing in the 
wrong place. # 

Hobolooical.— When do persons " out " Old Father Time ?— 
When they pass the time of day. 



MOKE IVSUBORDIHATIOir AMONG THB RUSTIC POPULATION 

Yicar't Wife. Boys t Bora ! whbri am thy Bows ? 
UtbendabU Boy. Atop o' thb Trbbs, flbask, Ma'am ) 



THE ONLY JONES. 



Thb lengthened abuse of the word Boy* at the Vaudeville Theatre may 
lead to serious resolts if not checked daring the next few years. Should 
the play go on much longer, the ancient persons taking part in it may be 
expected in the end to lose all sense of youth, in the ordinary acceptation 
of the word. One of the boys Is already known as Old Tom, bat the 
yenerable David and the other aged parent talk of him as a mere child. 
The healthy appearance and long- retained juvenility of Mr. Jambs is, I 
am told, in a great measure attributable to his careful dietary system, 
and to the powders known by his name ; whilst the food of the other 
father is said to be wholly Farrenaoeons. The emptoyh behind the scenes 
are, however, reported not to bear their years so lightly. The call-boy, 
who was born with one somewhere about the middle of last century, is 
not as young as he was, whilst the master carpenter says he finds the 
frequent changes too trying. No wonder the performance ends in A 
Fearful Fog every night Ton would almost think by this time that 
their fathers might allow the boys to run alone, but the met is, the public 
will have both boys andefathers too. 

Some one, signing himself " Ibacubwp," writes to Truth, and tells a story 
of "one of our leading actresses" and her sister-in-law going to a theatre, 
at which a box had been given to them by the manager, and on offering 
the box-opener sixpence for a playbill, he ''asked the lady, in the most 
insulting tone of voice, if she expected to 'ave a box worth two goiness 
and a 'arf • given her for sixpence ?" There was, of course, no excuse for 
the man's insolence ; but I cannot help thinking, were I a leading actress, 



earning a good salary, and had 
a box given to me, I would, to 
use a dreadfully low, commoo, 
vulgar phrase, " Spring a 
shilling," if it were only to 
avoid the chance of any un- 
pleasantness. Sixpence is a 
large piece of money, it is true, 
and, for my own part, I think 
I might fairly expect the royal 
box at that price ; but, then, 
one must draw the line some- 
wbere.Once upon a time, a man 
I know had a box given to him, 
and he gave it to me, and I 
gave it to another friend, and 
be gave it to another, and the 
party of four who eventually 
went to the theatre, gave 
the man who showed them 
in a threepenny bit with 
a big hole in it When my 
friend who gave me the ticket 
beard of this, he was seriously 
displeased ; and, for my part, 
I have since been struck' off 
the free list, and have to pay 
good money to the upper 
gallery on a First Night. 

It perhaps might be urged 
by its detractors that the New 
Canterbury is all Hall— that 
is to say, lobby— but this is 
not true any more than the 
caverns were built by an Irish- 
man from Cork. The ballet 
was very good, and went off 
with great applause the night 
I was there, as did also the 
sliding roof — a splendid no- 
tion for hot weather, although 
its name, perhaps, sounds a 
little wintry. If I must find 
fault with something, let it 
be the aspect of some of the 
chorus, which somehow sug- 
gests the Chamber of Horrors 
scene from that burlesque of Mr. Gilbert's produced a long while ago 
at the Gaiety. However, they sing very well, and there are some very 
clever acrobatic performances. The 0. J. _ 



THE NEW SHOW. 

SSUREDLY the Ghroevenor Gallery must be 
pronounced a success. Theworksof Bunas 
Jokes alone would make an Exhibition 
his "Days of Creation,'' "Venus' Mirror," 
"The Beguiling of Merlin," and four 
Life-size Studies, all showing that won- 
derful imagination, beautiful colour, and 
high feeling that pervades his work. Then 
wehavethefine work of Watts, the brilliant 
portraits of Millais, the "Harmonies" 
of Whistlbb ; ten works by Tissot, 
eleven by Hmlbuth ; fine examples of 
P. Lbmbtob, B. Pothtxb, Bouohtoh, 
and Alva Tadbma ; three exquisite ex- 
amples of Aibbbt Moorb ; a fine portrait 
by F. W. BtXBffcn ; a charming work, 
"Love's Music," J. M. Stubdwicr ; four 
wonderful Studies of Heads, by A. Lbgbos, 
far finer than his finished works. Also 
we have work of Sir Coutts Lihdsat 
and of lady Lwdbat— fine enough to 
' account for the taste that has dictated 

this great gallery, which will also be a 
' lasting credit to Mr. Saks, the architect, 

who has in a few montha completed such 
a wonderful structure. Italian Renais- 
sance in style, replete with gorgeous decoration. At first we almost feared 
for the pictures, but own the works generally are so strong that they 
don't suffer as might be expected ; and, doubtless, with a London atmo- 
sphere, the crudities belonging to " newness " will soon be toned down. 
It is impossible here to do justice to the enterprise, but most heartily do 
we wish it that success it deserves, and we think it is sure to have. 
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A. SLOPE R, WAR CORRESPONDENT. 

(Addrm, "SaUof War, or EUewherc" Better put "EUcwhert," perhaps.) 



4he Ohlt Jones : "well .see you into the train 
"Th-a-a— nk you," murmured A. Slopkr. 



Testimonials to A. Slops* from Admiring Friends. 
" (Had it ain't warm weather/' aaid the Office Boy. 



f Ally Sloper giving the Britiah lion a Back. 



5. View of A. Sloper'b door when the Taxes called 



THE LOQSB SCREW: 
A lay of the Present Time, by Antiquus Pogeyus. 

There's something wrong with everything— 

Or so it seems to me ; 
For not a thing the seasons bring 

Is as it used to be. 
Perhaps the times are ont of joint, 

Such contrasts round us throng ; 
Which, like direction-posts, all point 

To something somehow wrong. 

Time was, of money I had less, 

But it would purchase more : 
A pound just now, I do profess, 

Is not as pounds of yore. 
The balance may go up again — 

Things right themselves ere long; 
But with our money now, 'tis plain 

There's something somehow wrong. 

The Spring once more should have begun : 

This is the month of May ; 
But, balmy air, and genial sun, 

Gome, tell me, where are they ? 
North-easters nearly out one through, 

They blow so cold and strong 1 
It strikes me, with the weather too 

There's something somehow wrong. 



Time was,, when nations went to war 

(For that is nothing new) 
Who had a cause worth fighting for — 

The right, the brave, the true! 



The Rubs now leads, with pious leer, 

His savage hordes along 
A path wherein he'll meet, I fear, 

With something somehow wrong. 
Time was, when planets, suns, and stars. 

Unnoticed went their round ; 
We now scale Jupiter and Mars, 

And weigh them, to a pound ! 
We're taught, to such-like globes of flame 

Our planet does belong : 
Let's hope— for that's a " burning" shame— 

There's something somehow wrong ! 
There's something wrong with everything, 

Whate'er the cause may be ; 
Yet nought the fleeting moments bring 

Explains the mystery. 
Perhaps the world has slipped aside— 

But I must end my song. 
By no one can it be denied 

There's something somehow wrong. 



A Chasoi.— "Dr." Sladi's lawyer has got back the table from Bow 
Street. V&y did not the Dr. call himself ? They would have given him 
a chair too— perhaps. 

Russia* Conveyances— Outside Kan. 

Music of tbe Future — Opera-turns of a military nature. 

Whwj may babies be said to be literally living from hand to mouth I— 
When they are socking their thumbs. 

Nasty Work— Stirring up Greece, 

Mono for Hobabt Pasha— « Fortiter oooupa Portum ,v : Stick to the 
Port(e). 

Musm of the Past— The European concert. 

Gshebal Attitude of Russia— An attitude of lying. 

What to expect at the Seat of War— No camp-stools, hut a gallant stand. 
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[E[LAST ROYAL ACADEMY BOMANCE. , 
1.)— From Miss Ploeihda Sbooks to a Bosom Priejto. 

Angelica Cottage, Paradise Road, Clapham, 

Monday Eve, May 7th, 1877. 

hoist Kitty, — How ever shall I find words eloquent enough to 

M to yon the thrilUngly atligktfid end charmingly romantic 4#**n- 

\i which your FlobjnbU wee this very morning the heroine ! 

\know a real live romantic duck of an Artist has ever been, as yon 

aware, the ambition of yonr FlobjbdA's life ; but to— Ah' meV 

atofl I erer write the sweet Confession t—bnt to; love end to 

by snob an On?— Ob, Kitty ! oh ! oh f \ oh 11 But'mow I 

I yon all about it. It all came to pass in this way. . My- pel treat 

> whole year, as yon know, is going to the Boyal Academy *n the 

r Day— -the Opening one, yon know— because en that day I eee aU the 

'Artists there/ What a ' 

Poetry, 
it Sen- 
one's 
fcerally) 
their 
s, gases 
blocks, 
e, and 
re roll- 
I Yes, 

^Xrymora, exactly in front 
« No. 8.0OS, "The Wounded 
Knight," a beauteous Picture- 
Poem, brimful of Soul and 
steeped in Sentiment, that^I 
beheld Aim. He was a 
Painter (perhaps an B.A.), I 
could see, from his Sole 
(his leather one, I mean), to 
his Grown (his wideawake 
one, yon know), and his velvet 
coat set off his graceful figure 
as sweetly as dtdhiscrinreon 
somrf his artistic complexion. 
Prom remarks he made to his 
companion (a gentleman one, 
Kirn), I gathered that he— 
he was actually the gifted 
Bomancist that conceived, 
and the grand 'Genius that 
executed this great work (No. 
3,008). And then, as, carried 
away, of course, quite by my 
artistic enthusiasm, I stepped 
nearer this great work — only 
to get a better view, of course 
— I, somehow or other, found 
the eye — the orb, I mean, of 
its creator, fixed in mine J I 
assure yon, Kitty, on my 
honour as a lady, 'twas some 
time ere I could disentangle 
the two And then, some- 
how or other, we got into con- 
versation—only a few com- 
monplace remarks, you know, 
on toe pictures ; but then it 
was not the words themselves, 
but the vay they were spoken, accompanied by such glances from his beau- 
tiful eyes, that did it. And then, just as Mamma approached, he mur- 
mured, " Was it likely I should be there that time to-morrow f '' but, 
before I could reply, up came Mamma, and off went he. Now, do you 
think it very wrong of me having written a little note saying I might — 
quite by accident, yon know — be there to-morrow ? His name, I fonnd 
from the Catalogue, which also save me his address, is Clauds Velasquez 
Mubxllo Dawbi ; isn't it quite too sweetly lovely ! 

Ever, darlingest Kitty, your most lovingest 

Floeikda. 

(Letts* 2.)— From Plahtaoenkt Pastboy, Esq., to a Pbibbd. 
, Rally Club, 8. W. 

Monday, 7th May, 1877. 
- Dbab Jack, — Such a first-class lark I had to-day, you've no notion — 
Al, and no blooming error. New seasonable idea of mine, quite. This 
is it :— Get up yourself as Artist — velvet coat, wideawake bat, short pipe, 
end of brush sticking out of pocket, and so on. Go to R. Academy with 
fly pal; and pose before popular picture as painter of same. Pass yonr 
opinion on rest of pictures — pooh-pooh everything, and so on. Was doing 



this plant before No. 3,008, and got into talk with Jolly pretty girl, regular 
gone on Art. Also on Tours ever Truly, I do believe. Ha, ha ! 8aid I 
should be there to-morrow, and am sure she'll turn up. Come, then, and 
see the triumph, at 1.80 p.m., in front of No. 3,008, of Thine ever, 

■■ Plabtagbbbt Pastboy. 

(Lbttbb 3.) 
From Claude Velasquez Mobillo 'Dawbb, Esq., to a Freehd. 
Gamboge Villa, St. John's Wood, 

Monday Evening, 7th May. 
My diab Smith,— I take up my pen to tell you of a most extraordinary 
episode which has jost occurred in the hitherto prosaio and blameless 
existence (ask Mrs. D. if you don't believe me) of yours truly. The 
enclosed letter has just come to me by post, and imagine, my dear 
fellow, the sniff of suspicion with which Mrs. D. handed me this little 

pink and highly perf nmed en- 
velope, with its unmistakable 
feminine ealigraphy, just as 
we were sitting down to our 
tripe and onions. I assure 
you, AiOTH, I felt my face 
become gradually the colour 
of the beetroot as I perused 
it stealthily under cover of 
the salad bowl, and felt .that 
her eagle eye was fixed upon 
me with an expression that 
would make a bolder man 
than / well, quail. 

[EBOLOSUBB.] 

Dearest Mb. Dawbb, — I 
cannot, ah, no, I cannotresist 
the promptings of my fond, 
foolish heart (Down, little 
flatterer, down ! ). / will be 
in front of your grandly 
poetical picture, "The 
Wounded Knight," at 1.30 
p.m. precisely, to-morrow 
(Tuesday). Do not, oh, do 
not fail yonr 

Abdbkt Admirer. 

P.S. — Ah me, what could 
a Being of your grandly 
Ideal Soul — that poetically 
steeped Mind — see in poor 
little Me I But I know, I feel, 
I have met my Ideal — my 
Fate— at last .' 

Now I adjure yoo, Smith, 
to save me ! Be " in front" 
of 3,003 at the time this 
fearful person mentions, and 
put it to her strongly about 
my being already married, 
and so forth. For jost ima- 
gine, when she don't find 
me, her cabbing it straight 
on up here, and going on like 
that before Mrs. D. ! Oh, 
Good Gracious ! Fancy me, 

too, a ' ' Being with a Grandly 

Ideal," fee.! when every- 
body knows I'm only doing the ''Sentimental Potboiler" line just now 
because "the trade" fancies it! Tours as ever, C. V. M. Dawbb. 

N.B. — I open this to say Brown has jost dropped in ; he was near 
3,003 at 1.30 yesterday, and overheard a young fellow trying to pass him- 
self off as the painter. This explains the Mystery, but, for my sake, 
wait for him at the appointed time, and with your very thickest boots I 
/'ll pay the Fine for Assault, besides— ha ! ha ! think of the advertise- 
ment for the picture ! A — ha I 

VOLUME 2X of "JUDY," 

Now Ready, Handsomely Bound in Red Cloth, GUt Letters 

and Bdffts, pries Bight Shillings. 

Uniform with- the above, VOLS. 1-10 of "JUDY? 

Pries Bight Shillings each. 

Also, Oases yob Bthdiho, Two Shillings each, and BiAnnvo Cases, One Shilling 
and Fourpenoe sash, 

M JUDY" OFFICE, 78, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.O. 



ANOTHER FROM SCOTLAND. 

Lady (who has advertised for an Experienced Cook). Wkll, what cab you do? 
Cook. Wbbl, I oab mak' Tba, abd Porridge, whiles I 
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PLEASANT ALL ROUND. 

TotnciNS, who is immensely proud of the naa Jie bestride*, and the way h* bestrides him, is on the point of vMeHna a fair equestrian, whose admiration he i* most anxioue 
to gain, when he is rushed at by an infuriated poodle ; to show Jus agility, he aims a cut at the poodle witlt, his whip, which is received wtfh frantic howls. 

Old Lade (owner of pet, in hot pursuit). Hi 1 stop him, hold hi*, Somebody. Oh, tot Wretch ! 

Cheeky Fieher Lad (taking up tke cry). Hi ! stop hih totrb, stop hi* ; hi's bin and stole a Batht*' Machine 'Oss ! 

x v [And ThbOhb believed it to he true. 



"Q M IN THE CORNER. 
So fax as this country is concerned, the Eastern Question is the 
Suez Canal At one time it might have been anything else. 
The moment M. dk Lesseps realized his great scheme of uniting 
the Mediterranean with the Red Sea and the Indian waters, 
England's interest became centred in Egypt The control of the 
new water-way now means the control of our road to India. To 
talk, then, as some of our statesmen talk, of " taking steps," in 
concert with the other great Powers, to neutralize the Canal, is to 
suggest that, in time of war, our ships should be prevented from 
making use of the Canal for the purpose of sending the ordinary 
relief to and from India. Our Government, I am glad to find, 
are "taking steps" in another direction. According to the 
Chancellor of the Exchequer, they are prepared " to protect the 
navigation of the Canal" 

This is reassuring. Still the Canal is liable at any moment 
to be our difficulty. 

Suppose the Khedive were to send to the Parte the 30,000 
troops he is bound by firman to send, it would surprise nobody if 
the Czar sent a few ironclads to blockade the Egyptian coast. 
What then would happen ? At the shortest notice the Russian 



commander in Roumania ordered off from Galatz all the foreign 
ships in port — and Frenchmen, Germans, Italians, nn4 English 
disappeared. Shall it ever come to this at Port Said or Alex- 
andria? 

This is the question that has shortly to be answered. 

Mr. Gladstone's " Resolutions " did not furnish an answer. 
Their production, however, presented the Ministry with additional 
opportunities for giving the answer the country expected them 
to give. The navigation of the Suez Canal must be free to our 
ships of war, whatever else may happen. 

I suppose, by the time these lines are read, it will be generally 
known that the " friendly neutrality " promised Russia by Oar- 
many and Austria is sincere. The Northern Emperor, in return, 
has given assurance that he will make no territorial conquest— in 
Europe. How about Asia? What do Austria and Germany 
care? They want nothing to do with Asia, and will not be even, 
chagrined if Russia recoups herself in that quarter. Nay, more — 
they expect her to do so. 

Are we, who years ago were earnestly longing to hear of the 
relief of Kars, prepared to see Russia proceed in that direction ? 
I think not. Q. 



cadbury; 

jsssii.COCOA ESSENCE 



Many cannot take ordinary 
Cocoas because they are mixed 
with starch. Cadbury's Es- 
sence la Genuine; it is, there- 
fore, three times the strength 
of these Cocoas, and a refresh- 
ing beverage like Tea or Coffee. 



LIMBICS 
LIQUID 

EXTRACT OF BEEF. 

In form of * iris*, po— —tag the attri- 
butes of solid food, sa t equalling In flarour 
finest port. This, «m him of nnualoh- 
awnt, «U1 forttfr So feebtoet. and to a 
tine qua non to Invalid*. travellers by MS 
or toad, and other*. Betoll la Oases of a 
doom, at 36a, 



LIEBIG'S 
TONIC 
WINE. 

of Sato valuable Ftftesnt, Jkm 
et of Boat Quinine, and atiear 



By - 
Liquid 



of unrivalled rtotoasss awt 



daUdoxMM a drink, ito 

lnv powers oannot be over 
Betailia Oases of a dosen at 



Stores, 12, Cloak Lane, E.G., and. all Wine Dealers. 
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EXTRACTS PROM NOVELS, No. 8. -TEN THOUSAND POUNDS. 



3. "My poor Wilub." said 
stassv laying her haud on his 
afjgsjlder, «• I promlaed my la- 
1 parents that I would 
no one possessing less 
"£10,000; are are both 
, and in a few years you 




S. "Alas I" he said, Utterly ; 
"you seem farther from do 
than erer. My salary Is but 
£150, with £10 per annum rise ; 
Oh ! oh 1" and be wiped the 
anguish that had distilled itself 
into oold beads of perspiration 
from bis manly brow. 



3. And while Sir Pok.-o»by 
poured out burning word* if 
love into Katb's ear, did her 
thoughts wander to her old 
lore Willi*. Could he be 
dead, or was he toiling for 
wealth on the burning diamond 
fields of the Christie's home t 



4. SirPoNsoNBYbestowt: 
care on his toilette. Kati 

stay the week before the! 

risge in bis lordly mansion. 
Already he oould hear the 
wheels of the carriage sent to 
meet her crunching along the 
driTe 



" Thieves are in the house, down 
below!" she said hurriedly. 
"Coward I— giro m« your arms 1" 
and she thrust him back into fcis 
room, aud turned the key. 



t& The Burglar had not perceived 7. " And," he went on, " seeing no other 8. " But, Willie, my honest heart tells me that 0. And as they stood watchiug the 

her— she had raised the revolver, way of raising the £10,000, 1 took to this you must not take this away," and she poitited little babe sleeping sweely in its 

and was about to pull the trigger, life. I had already possessed myself of to the " swag," neatly tied up in a cotton hand- crib: wonderest thou, dear reader, 

when he tuined round, bis mask £9,009 Ms. Cd., and wanted but 6a. to com- kerchief ready for removal. "Let me but re- if the thought occurred to him of 

fell off, and disclosed the face of plete the amount."—" And all this you did tain this one silver spoon," he whispered back, the many cribs As had cracked, for 

Wim« for me, w ahe whispered, "dear Willis I" "and that will Just make up the £10,000/' this end? 



RAGBAG RECORD3-MOSTLY TRUE. 



That Soldier*! Watch. 

3 Salamander was 

ooling rapidly. 

The Salaman- 
der, in its early 
youth, had been 
very hot for every- 
body bat its pro- 
prietor. Now that 
the Salamander 
itself was cooling, 
the pnblio had 
begun to make it 
rather warmish 
for the proprie- 
tor. 

The proprietor 
fell into a habit 
about this time of 
not turning up 
very much, and 
more particularly 
not on pay day, 
when the con- 
tributors (the 
Salamander was 
a high-class six- 



penny satirical journal) hovered around the office, and went away 
in detachments for fluid, leaving one or two to watoh. 

As a rule, it so fell out, that did the proprietor turn up at all, 
he turned up when the one or two left to watch had themselves 
stepped round a corner for just half a moment, thinking it 
would not matter, whereupon the proprietor carried off his letters 
and beat a retreat with amazing rapidity. 

Then gnashing of teeth set in, and vows were registered round 
other corners all the rest of the afternoon. 

At a time when only the two serial writers remained faithful 
to the good cause, the proprietor having ingeniously proved to 
tbem that they had better go on writing for nothing than dry up 
at chapters 6 and 8, if only for the sake of their own reputations, 
Hope dawned upon the Salamander— a great and noble creature 
brought in capital. 

The news spread like wild fire. We all rallied round. The 
proprietor was forgiven the past, and stood drinks, to, for further 
particulars. We settled the whole business before the day was 
out. Dear old Jack was to be Editor; dear old Tom was to 
start a new serial. The two now rnnniog must be wound up in 
the next number, or never finished at all. " Nobody will ever 
notice it/' said little Jos. " I don't know, though," said dear old 
Willi am , who is of a more practical turn ; " it would look bad, 
wouldn't it, when the volume is bound up ? " 

This blending of the extreme practical with the excessive 
sanguine was too much for us all, and we screamed with one 
accord, and slapped William on the back till he ohoked. 

One thing we settled, though, before we left the * Parmesan" 
(the place of entertainment where the conference was held), 
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felting a silver watch, and if yen don't give me a silver watoh, 
U summon yo* before the magistrate in Bow Street for 
obtaining money under false pretence*." 

People ask even yet why the Salamander dried up so sud- 
denly. There are people who are always " wanting to know, 
you know." 



was, that the present proprietor wasn't in it, and must be 
allowed to subside quietly. We, however, resolved for the pre- 
sent to nod to him as usual when we met him, but not to stand 
him any more drinks. 

When the man with the money came on the scene, there was a 
oertain air of command about him that was impressive, yet, some- 
how, unsatisfactory. Dear old Jack sat himself down on the 
counter smoking his pipe, and told the new man exactly what we 
meant to do, and the new man did not say much, only he kept 
on brushing up the ashes Jack dropped, and when Jack reaohed 
his final full stop, said, * I beg your pardon, Mister, I (don't like 
smoking in my shop. It don't look businesslike." 

It took the staff a day or two before they got quite to under- 
stand the new man, and, 
even then, we didn't feel 
any more comfortable ; 
but the day of reckoning 
was close at hand. 

It was a blow, at first, 
to find out that the money 
that was to be brought' in 
was not going to be ap- 
plied to the liquidation of 
arrears of salary, and that 
future contributions were 
to be paid for on a re- 
duced scale. "But then 
the money is sure," said 
dear old William, who 
was wrong again in the 
long run, of course. . 

When, one day, the 
capitalist brought Jack 
a large sheet of MS. to 
touch up a bit, and Jack 
read it over to us. we were 
badly shaken. Briefly, it 
was to the effect tbat £100 
worth of jewellery might 
be raffled for by the pur- 
chasers of six consecutive 
numbers of tbe Salaman- 
der, on the production of 
six coupons cut from the 
numbers themselves, as a 
guarantee that they had 
been purchased. The list 
of jewellery followed. 

You should have seen 
the sneer upon dear old 
Jack's noble countenance 
when he read this pre- 
cious affair, and you 
should have seen ours too 
when, next week, the sale, 
hitherto uninfluenced by 
our united genius, doubled 
right off, and ttien doubled 
again next week. 

At the end of the six 
weeks the coupons were 



USEFUL HINTS 

For the guidance of French Countesses and other Members of Foreign 
Nobility who may in future honour perfidious Albion with their Con- 
fidence. 

1. The lor Maire is the head of the State. 

2. Next in rank to the lor Maire is Sir Tkkchbornb, who does 

not at present reside in 
Town. When he does so, 
it is at his Pavilion in 
Teeohborne Street. 

3. The Englishman is 
our leading journal. It 
is edited by a Mr. Sul- 
livan. 

4. The next in rank is 
the Sport. The Time and 
the Telegram arealso&ood 
mediums for investors. 

5. Strangers who ac- 
cost you in the street are 
always trustworthy per- 
sons, and you may trust 
any one of them with your 
watch or purse. 

6. Notes issued by the 
Bank of Elegance are 
every bit as good as those 
from the Bankof England. 

7. It is an error to sup- 
pose tbat there are no 
sworn bookmakers. They 
are generally sworn at so 
much per head. Some of 
them are sworn at a good 
deal 

8. The English lan- 
guage is not worth learn- 
ing. There are waiters 
at all the respectable res- 
taurants Hear Lecessitaire 
Squar, who talk French 
quite well enough. 

9. Lecessitaire Squar 
is in Lecessitaire. Book 
from Moorgate Street or 
Saint Panoras. 



A RTI 

Lady. . Ahd put just a Tist of 

TOO MUCH, YOU KNOW." 

Photographer. Exactly, Madam, 

MUCH AS YOU HAVB ON HOW ? 



STIC. 

Carmine o* the Cheeks— but hot 

i perfectly uhdbbstahd; about as 



called in, and, if the truth must he owned, each member of the 
staff secretly sent in his six. with an artful alias, hoping he might 
he in the swim. The rest of the people who sent, we may suppose, 
sent genuine addresses— and then came another blow. 

" There won't be any real raffling, of course ? " said the 
moneyed man, in explanation. " That would do me no good. 
No ; we look over the addresses, and when we come on a good 
man, who is likely to talk— this private in the Guards, for 
instance— we shall just send him one of these magnificent silver 
watches.' - 

That was the way it was done. That private, for instance, 
got a watch. A week afterwards he called with it at the office. 

" You advertised this as a silver watch,** said he, " and it's only 
plated.*' 

Said the moneyed man, " It's middling cheap at sixpence, ain't 

" That's not the point," said the private. " Ton induced me 
to take in your paper— which I could not read— for the sake of 



TSB BIGHT PLACE. 
The London School Board 
is really doing a good deal 
—of borrowing. Its lia- 
bilities at the end of the 
half year ending the 29th 
of September last year, 
were 2j millions, or over a million in excess of those of the 
corresponding half year, and, according to the last reports, it has 
nearly settled hew we shall spell. There was a patriot once who 
was willing " to spend and be spent in the service of his country." 
The London School Board would have suited him to a T. 



PBCOAVI! 
Oh you dear old returning-rather-late-in-the-day yet ever wel- 
oome prodigal son Man P., that tribute to the worth of your J., 
was noble of you ! Nay, even more so— in some respects ! ! 
Receive my full pardon henceforth, and remember me most 
kindly to all your clever young ladies and gentlemen. 

Yours fondly forgivingly, 

Judy. 
P.S.— My circulation is splendid, and yours, you dear Man, is, 
I feel sure, as good as ever. 
P.S. No. 2.— I'm almost always at home in the afternoon. 
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THE 

PASSING OBSERVER. 
The Wat wx Live 
Now. — Popular address 
to a cold Spring, specially 
adapted to the present 
weather— Hail, vernal sea- 
son! fend Ijail it does, 
acoordggly.) 

Grata Tiiiks, othbb 
Mahnsbs. — Within the 
present month land in the 
Poultry has been let on 
building lease at £1 per 
square foot per annum; 
and, since then, some va- 
cant land to Moorgate 
Street, almost on the bor- 
ders of lhe 0ity, fotohed 
8*. per sqaare foot If 
the Saxon King who de- 
clared that all he would 
give to a threatening in- 
vader was six feet of 
English soil (enough to 
bury him in), had lived in 
these days, he would prob- 
ably have hesitated. At 
any rate, when Habold 
Habdbada selected the 
plot, he would have kept 
clear of>hat is termed*— 
a little ironically — Cheap* 
aide. • * V # 

A Baba Avis — A dis- 
tinguished man who has 
not .had his portraifrpub- 
lished in a weekly paper* 

• 

A Modest Ofteb. — Sib 
Wilfbid Lawboe has been 
distinguishing himself 
again. At a meeting on 

the Permissive Bill, re-, , , , , , * * 

cently held in Colchester, n « remarked upon the fact that excep- 
tion had been taken in some quarters to the Princb of Walks 
presiding at the annual dinner of the 
Licensed Victuallers' Asylum- He 
saw no objection to that whatever. 
The licensed victuallers required 
asylums, and be would preside him- 
self if invited, provided that he were 
allowed to make his own speech. 
According to the last reports, Sir 
Wilfbid was still at large. 
• • 

From Exbtbb Hall.— In regard to 
publio assemblages, things aie very 
different inJr*aris,fo what they are in 
London— even under the present en- 
lightened administration of the French 
capital Father Hyacinths is allowed 
to lecture theref but religious subjects 
are forbidden tcrhim ; while in London 
clergymen of all denominations May- - 
meet without hindrance. 



SoMETHiNO m a Namb. — According 
to the Quarterly Review, the word 
"Protocol" comes from two Greek 
words~»pflpto*, first, and JcoUa, glue. 
The leap of the two halves of the 
derivation so neatly expresses what 
the Russians intend to do if they 
can, and the glue seems to show so 
unmistakably what they intend to 



'stick to" when it is 
ftoZfa-ed, that a more ap- 
propriate nsme for a Rus- 
sian manifesto could not 
be found anywhere. 

The Latest Failure — 
Mb. Gladstone's resolu- 
tions. , 

Slandering the Na- 
tional Bard.— In a re- 
markable -address on 
Shaebpeabe just delivered 
by a distinguished savant 
and litterateur, it was 
maintained that evidence 
had recently been die* 
oovered to show that 
Shakspeabe, who has so 
often denounced strong 
drink, himself fell a vic- 
tim to it, and died pre- 
maturely of a fever brought 
on by drinking. This is a 
novel accusation. It is 
rather hard that a great 
genius cannot " hold the 
mirror up to nature" with- 
out being accused of taking 
a glass too much. 



MIGHT HAVE BEEN AWKWARD. 

Amicable Elderly Gentleman. Asd how abb you, mt dbab Mad ah ? I 

DECLARE YOU GROW YoUHOBB AND YOUNGIB KYERY DAY ! A»D HOW ABB- 
ALL the Family ? 

{The poor old dear doesn't see as veil as he used to do, and he is taking the Eldest 
Daughter for her Mamma. As hi leaves it, though, she docsiCt quite under- 
stand, and he never knows. 



THINGSTtttTWIllHAPPEH* 

SOME OF THESE DAYS. 
Mb. Gladstone vwill pro- 
pose something which is 
not hopelessly imprac- 
ticable. 
The Daily News will say 
its last word about Bul- 
garian atrocities. 
Three Liberal politicians 
will be fonnd who actu- 
ally agree about some- 

' thing. 

Acquaintances will be able to pass one another in the street 
without saving. " Fine day, isn't it ?" 5 

The wind will not be either north-by- 
east nor east-by-north. 
Young females of the working class 
will prefer prosperity " in service " 
to semi-starvation i$ freedom. 
Room will be foniaftfii : 1 railway 
carriage on a Ban* Roljaay. 

The Russian Emperor But no,— 

he never will take Constantinople! 



HOGH ! 

Suggestion for an Instrument by which to produce tho 
Music. of the Future. Quite at the dtipnAal of Herr W a oner 



PROVERBS REFUTED. 

" Set a Thief to catch a Thief. n 
Skt a thief to catch a thief — 

He would be a fool 
Who should act oa thia^belief, : . ^ 

Making it his rule..' > I 
. One thief at a time, you know, . 4 . 

Is enough for choice ; 
Should a second for you go, 

Lees cause to rejoice. 
Thief the first has stol'n jour watch, 

** P'lice ! " you cry in Tain ; 
Comes the second, first to catch — 

Catches — yes, your chain 1 
Bear the proverb well in mind, 

It is good — for nausht ; 
And I rather think you'll find 

You're the party caught ! 

Very like a Whale* The captured sea- 
serpent 
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CUTTING, BUT TRUE. 



McNab (en route to his Unclr's Funeral) takes Bat is ordered back by the 
a thott cut through the Muckle Laird's Ilk. worthy Laird himself. 



" Tak' thai, and mind yer ain bia- 
ness !" (Delight of Muckle Laird). 



Exit MoNab with booty. 



The Laird preparing for a little revenge. 



Chase begins. 



Getting near. 



Too near to be pleasant 



" A'ill out his log this time ! 



The Laird takes the short cut back to his Ilk. 



Hooray 1 ! ! 



IBI8H COMPUXBHTS. 
Scent— Parliament Sired. Two Home Rule M.P.'s meeting, 
lit Home Ruler. Hullo ! Haven't seen yon in the House lately. 
Where have yon been ? 

2nd Home Ruler. Oh, I've been to Dublin, to make a speech 
for them. 

1st H. R. Have yon? I'm glad of it, me boy. I always did 
hate those Dahlin fellows ! 



AHOTHEB HOME OF EMGLAHD. 

Ye squalid homes of England, so desolate and oold, 
Where the father is a drunkard, and the mother is a scold ; 
Where the children all look wan and aged, and have no childish 

ways, 
For the grip of ornel hunger seized on their infant days; 
Where no kiss and fond caress await the baby that is born ; 
It is not wanted in that house, so wretohed and forlorn 1 
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THE BEYEN BINS OF THE -8ETEN AGES_0F WOMAN. 
(Being lasy Essays with an Easier Moral.) 

8H THE BEGOTO.— " THE BOLL, OB PLAYrHDIG." 

Is there, I ask dispassionately, is there in this Wicked World 
anything more truly delightful to look hack to than Childhood's 
Happy Days? Sorely not! Is there one single solitary sight 
here below to he witnessed comparable to that sweet Innocence 
which Childhood presents to our entranced view ? Nay, surely, 
nay 1 Why, even yon, you, too, my now beautifully •• got-up," 
and H artistically " made-up, >' Lady Clara Vere de Vere," 
when, short-froeked and much befrUled, you dandled your first 
Dell in the nursery, were even almost refreshing in your primitive 
unknowingneesl Alas, oh, 
alas I why should Frivolity 
he the natural outcome of 
flounces, and Woman's 
Sin be tacked on with her 
skirts! 

Once upon a time, then, 
before --many years be- 
fore— you, my dear young 
lady, had been presented 
by a fond mamma with 
your first Doll, odd been 
promoted to the dignity 
of short frocks, there lived 
two little girls whom I 
will call, severally, Barah 
Snooks, and Blanche 
Brooks. In those days I 
was on visiting terms with 
these two utile girls' 
mammas, and, as is the 
way with fond mammas, 
at every visit was I en- | 
tertained with a full dis- 
quisition on the extra- 
i ordinary merits of each 
paragon ; the disquisition, 
also, generally ended in 
my being carried oft to < 
"the schoolroom'' for a 
{ peep at the paragon, j 
| It was on these occa- 
sion*, thai I found Sa^ah 
I Snqqksj to be* child 6f a 
; peculiarly sweet, gentle, 
and 'loving disposition, 
and,she invariably treated 
her DoH>as such.; never, 
indeed, in the history of 
Dolls, was one treated 
with greater considera- 
tion, or had a tenderer 
care and solicitude lav- 
ished upon it, than that 
which was nurstd in the 
aofiarms of Sarah Snooks. 

On the other hand, Blanche B books was a child possessing a 
* precocious beartlessness far beyond her years, and having the Damp 
of destruqtiveness developed to a size perfectly appalling. She 
treated her, Dolls in a manner bordering on the brutal, and, even 
in thai tender stage of a short-frocked existence, showed no more 
consideration for the feelings of her plaything of the hour than if 
she had been a grown-up, full fledged Flirt in long skirts, and 
her second season. 

Well do I reoolkot on one occasion being the horrified spectator 
of an act of heartless cruelty perpetrated by her on her Doll of 
the moment, so barbarous as to call forth my indignant protest. 

" If you treat your poor Doll like that," I cried, " you will break 
his heart, and he will die. Leave him alone, naughty little girl." 
" Shan't ! " screamed the sweet child. " Shall do what I like ; 
he b'longs to me. Look, he is dead!" and she showed me the 
poor thing with the mechanism, which was the means of its eyes 
opening and shutting, its legs and arms moving, and so forth, 
quite broken. " Puhaw ! " she continued, throwing the mutilated 



plaything away wjth heartless centeaant, " Blanche don't care ; 
Blanche get 'not&er Dell 'morsojr— niqs handsome new one." 

In those days I used to muse much' upon what would be the 
future fate of Sabak Snooks and Blanche Brooks. " Sorely," 
I said, " surely that good girl Sarah will meet with her reward ; 
so sweet a disposition as hers must and will secure her a truly 
happy home — a really excellent husband ! But, for this selfish, 
cruel, heartless little imp, Blanche, what, indeed,* can she expect 
in after years but an avenging Nemesis — a career of retributive 
Justice—' a bad marriage ' ! !' 

'Tie but a very small world, after all, is this world, which, to 
some* Of us, seems so great a wilderness, wherein we wander alone 
— uncared for. unknown ; and in the crowd sometimes come we 
upon faces that seem to us, somehow, strangely familiar, that 

speak to "us dumbly- 
mournful Ghosts, fleeting 
Spectres of the Dead and 
Gone. 

When, one day, I be- 
held a white face peering 
out at me from* tfce pass- 
ing crowd with [eyes that 
I had known once bright 
with Life aniiits promise, 
now dim, faded*, almost 
piteous in their very hope- 
lessness, I knew that I 
saw but the Spectre of 
what was once an old 
College friend, young 
then, prosperous, and 
with all the world at his 
feet. What, I asked, had 
wrought this wreck ? Was 
it ill-health, bad luck, 
gambling, the Demon 
Drink? , It was none of 

these Jt was only a — 

Woman ; but she had 
first played with, and then 
broken, his heart. That 

was all "And the 

Woman ? " 

He laughed a bitter 
laugh. " Don't you 
know?" he said. "She 
told me she knew you 
years ago. Don't you 
recollect little Sarah of 
the Lowndes-Street 
schoolroom, afterwards 
the belle of four London 
seasons,. and then notori- 
ous as La Qiva, now the 
all-envied, beautiful wife 
of the wealthy Sir John 
Cbcssub?" 

And then he faded 

away in the crowd, and I 

saw bim no more. 

" But your daughter, my old young friend, pretty little 

Blanche?" I inquired, meeting worthy Mrs. Brooks accidentally 

one day at the Academy, after many years. 

The dear old lady wiped away a tear. " She is too good for 
this world," she sobbed; "she was, even as a ehtfd^she is too 
considerate, too kind to that husband of hers, poor lamb, and — 
and the brute takes advantage of it! 

Does any Moral adorn these simple Tales ? Que sais-je ? 
Perhaps, you. kind reader, will supply it? 



'ALL 



THE WAY, ONE SHILLING." 

See Further Announcement*. 



VOLUME XX o/." JUDY," • - 

Now Ready, Handsomely Bound in Bed Cloth, Gilt Letters 
and EdffUf price Eight Shiltint)i. 

Uniform with the above, VOLS. 1-1 f of "JUDY," 

Price Eight Shillings each. 
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IN THE CORNEL 

Fbom whom Mr. 
Oablylb derived 
"the accurate 
knowledge" which 
enabled him to 
publish "the in- 
disputable fact " 
that the Govern- 
ment were last 
week about to 
stultify themselves 
by their action in 
the Eastern Ques- 
tion, it is impos- 
sible for me to say. 
Whether it came 
from the Chinese 
Envoy, or the toll- 
keeper on old Bat- 
terer Bridge, or 
Herr Waonbb, the 
musician, of the 
future, the infor- 
mation was cer- 
tainly startling. A 
conflagration was 
to be brought about 
—all through that 
wicked personage ' 
Lord Bkaoons- 
fikld, who, ac- 
cording to Mr. 
Cabxtlb's inform- 
ant, exeroises a 
sort of blood-and- 
iron sway in the 
Cabinet. Is it not 
wonderful how 
everybody knows 
what passes in 
the Cabinet? The 
Daily News news- 
paper, perhaps, 
knows the most. 
It knows that " the 
good sense aud 
moderation of a 
section of the 
Cabinet, including 
three of Her Ma- 
jesty's Secretaries 
of 8tate," are in 
conflict with the 
"rasher and more 
unscrupulous." Of 
course the three 
Secretaries 
ra*h and 
pulous, but the rest 
of their ooUeagues 
are "rasher and 
more unscrupu* 
Ions..' This infor- 
mation is as start- 
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1. Triumphal Prooossion of Ally 8lopbr, Esquire, on his way to the Boulogne Boat en route for the 
Boat of War. In the general enthusiasm, it was not observed that the bottom of the chair had come out. 



2. A friend of Mosga's, hearing Slopkr talk 
about purchasing a Suit of Mail, as a protection 
against cannon bails, tries to get him on to buy a 
ShellJajket. 



S. Captain B. w.mld it take a hundred for ad- 
vertising some Pills. A. Slopbr offers to take 
anything with respect to some other Pills but the 
Pills themselves. 



4. You have heard abou v , that Fur CoaV Slopbr hopes 
to get hold of it next This is how it will fit him. 



ff. Th* Question of the Day : Was Slopkb 
seen off, or wasn't he ? 



ling as that con- 
tained in Mr. 
Carltls's letter. 
Still there is more 
startling informa- 
tion. " Between 
the appearance of 
Mr. Carlylb's let- 
ter, on Saturday 
morning, and the 
speech delivered 
by Sir Stafford 

NORTHOOTB, On 

Saturday night 
there was a Cabi- 
net Council, on the 
determination of 
which the letter is 
understood to have 
had the effect in- 
tended." 

The members of 
the Cabinet de- 
clare that they had 
sympathy with the 
sufferings. of the 
Christians in Bul- 
garia. Their po- 
litical opponents 
persistently, in 
front of this denial, 
maintain that the 
Cabinet rather 
liked the proceed- 
ings last autumn. 
The members of 
the Cabinet de- 
clare, as often as 
they decently can, 
that they are 
united. Their po- 
litical opponents 
insist that they are 
hopelessly divided. 
In any other 
business but poli- 
tics, I should know 
how to characterize 
this sort of con- 
duct 

I hope the Libe- 
ral benches nfow 
understand, as 
Russia under- 
stands, what the 
Governmentmeans 
by British ' inte- 
rests. The 8uez 
Canal, the Darda- 
nelles, the city 
named Constanti- 
nople, are, accord- 
ing to Mr. Csoss. 
the " interests " 
which Lord Bba- 
oohsfibld and his 
Cabinet mean to 
maintain. Q 



CADBURY 



S 



Many cannot take ordinary 
Cocoas because they are mixed 
with starch. Cadburys Kb- 
senoe is Genuine; It is, there- 
fore, three times the strength 
of these Ooooaa, and a refresh- 
ing beverage like Tea or Coffee. 
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THE GUARDIAN ANGEL (OERULIAN) 
Benevolent Clergyman to Jo. Why au you Siabdibg There, unu Mae! Jo. 'Cause I've Nowhebeb to go to." 

Clergyman. Where au youb Father abd Mother f Jo. Dubbo ! Gome Away, this ever so long ! 

Clergyman, Poo* uttli Pillow ! Will, will, cam you answbb he this Qubstiob 1 When youb Father ahd Mother Pobsake you, 
who is it that will Tare you Up f Jo. The Peblicbmae t 



GLADSTONE'S HUMILIATION. 

"Retoluiions are like pie-cruet* nude to be broken." 

The incidents connected with Mr. Gladstone's "change of 
front " respecting his abortive resolutions, have formed the staple 
of dab talk daring the last fortnight When the member for 
Greenwich gave notice of the resolutions, he ostentatiously 
announced that he was acting in the matter independently ef 
party considerations ; and, as u this were not enough, he wrote a 
letter, which found its way, as usual, into the newspapers, assert- 
ing his determination to proceed with his resolutions, in defiance 
of " parties and coteries." Thus far the member for Greenwich 
had it all his own way, and the ''Liberals below the gangway," as 
the newspapers have it, went about rubbing their hands gleefully 
and reclaiming, "Ah, this is a true man; no flinching on his part! " 

Alas, short- lived joy 1 Lord Habtimoton had submitted to many 
previous affronts from his insubordinate follower, but this open 
defiance was more than could be borne, and, accordingly, an 
intimation was conveyed to the member for Greenwich that he 
must withdraw his third and fourth resolutions, which were the 
only ones the gentlemen below the* gangway attached any 
importance to. Here, as Sir Lucius O'Tbiooeb would have 
said, was a very pretty quarrel, and one cannot help sharing the 
contempt with which that chivalrous Hibernian would have 
regarded the ignoble retreat of one of the parties to the strife. 

At first, Mr. Gladstone took a high tone : was he— the " true 
man," who would not " flinch " — was his oourse to be diotated 
by a " West-end " Lord ? No ! a hundred such should not pre- 
vent him from moving his resolutions. Mr. Gladstone, how- 
ever, soon found that Lord Habtinoton was not to be frightened 
by big words ; he is a man of courage, not of bluster, and so it hap- 
pened that the member for Greenwich soon became aware, like Bob 
Acres, that his courage was * oozing out at the palms of his hands/' 
and at last he surrendered at discretion, by abandoning his third 
and fourth resolutions, as Lord Habtin8ton insisted on his doing. 



Then,fiDjdly,iiteraUhkvapottTinff, was the Right Hon. William 
Ewabt Gladstone obliged to swallow the leek in presence of 
the assembled Commons of England; nay, the unhappy man 
was compelled to go through the process of deglutition over and 
over again, for the liberals seemed to take a malignant pleasure 
in tormenting him by questions after he had, as he plaintively 
observed, " answered them two or three times already. 

Never was humiliation more complete. 

THE LATEST NEWS. 
By One who has Bought his Experience, 

a^**. * & x ATM a clerk in the city by 

I always come home to 
tea; 
And a paper I buy by the 

way, 

The " latest war news " 
to see. 



L 

v 



•The Globe says that one 
side has won, 
The Standard says an- 
other; 
The Echo says that no- 
* thing's done, 

*] Which puzzles me and 
mother. 

It doesn't much matter to me, 
Not much mere than to many : 

Though still I come home to tea- 
Dash it, I'll save my penny I' 



Digitized by 



Google 



52 



JUDY, OE THE LONDON SEBIO-COMIC JOUENAL. [Mat 23, 1877. 



"SERPENTINE" SENTIMENT. 

An Idyll (of the Period*. 

Bom-" The Ladies 9 Mile." Time— One p.m. 

Dramatis Pibboba— Tfc usual " During -the- Season" throng, which, 
the day being warm and sunny, i$ "the same, only more so, than 
usual" Mr. Spoonbill " Up, *on leave/ from Alderthot," who 
hat promenaded twice "there and back again," i.e\, the whole length, 
in search of a vacant chair, is on the point of making up hie mind 
to "cut it," and " make twacks for 'The Wag/ and a chop/' when 
he catches tight of a chair, which hat been just vacated by an unmis- 
takable Mamma, and" makes twacks " for that. Double triumph and 
delight of gallant officer on securing chair, and discovering in Young 
Lady Occupant of that next him one of his " own particular "friends. 
Mb. Spoonbill (to 

Y. L. 0. of next chair, 

whilst, from old experience 

of Park " chairs;' testing 

safety of his conquest prior 

to trusting his gallant form 

to same). This— aw— Miss 

Wobinbon, quite — aw — 

unexpected pleashaw — 

(aside) Jove, now, I do 

wonder if it will bear- ? 

Miss Robinson (wlio 

has, in that short minute, 

rapidly run over Mr. 

Spoonbill's "pros and 

cons" as "an eligible" 

recollecting exactly " how 

far " he went at the Wool- 

wich baU ; remembering 

that her "bosom friend, 

Alios Jones/' had " made 

up her mind to marry that 

dear Mr. Spoonbill who 

admired her so" and not 

forgetting that, although 

he was " only the second 

son," it was " a well- 
known fact that his elder 

brother Gkobob was iri a 

rapid decline" settles in 

her own mind that she will 

"do it"; looking up and 

sweetly). Yon need not be 

afraid, Mr. SpooNBrLL.it 

bore Mamma very well — 

she has just gone for a 

turn with old Lady 

Grumph— eo I'm sore it'll 

stand you. 
Mr. S. (subsiding into 

chair gratefully). Tha- 

anks. And now, Miss 

Wobinbon, how are you — 

blooming, as usual ? 

MiflflR Ah, Mr. Spoon- 
bill, yon always are so 

kind; bnt really, con- 
sidering we had four bis 

dinners last week, tiro balls, three afternoon hops, a brace of 

ditto concerts, and a couple of operas, besides all one's calling and 

shopping, and any amount of this sort of thing (flashing one 

mischievous look upon him), I don't think I'm looking so bad. 

But now tell me all about yourself; what have you been doing 

this age (with discreetly stifled sigh), since that time, you know? 
Mr. S. (ailittle jealous, much flattered, moving his chair a whole 

inch nearer, and tenderly). Would you weally care to know? 

Well, usual sort thing, y' know— bweakfast ; then cigah; then 

pa-wade and dust; then B.and-S.; then cigah; then lunch; 

then cigah ; then B.-and-S. ; then afternoon call ; then Din-nah ! 

then, of course, cigah; then B.-and S. ; then by-bye. 

Miss R (aside). He really seems as if he might be brought to 

do it now. I should like to be quite certain abont the brother, 

though. (Aloud, and with much solicitude). And — pray forgive 

me such forgetfulness— how is your poor brother ? I heard such 

a bad account of him. 



a p o s:e r i 

Intelligent Daughter. Papa, I heard you sat Yesterday, whbb Baby 
was b0r7, that you would have given a thousand pounds for a boy j 
and look there, you can buy one fob twebty-ssveb shillings all beady 
Dressed! 



Mr. S. (solemnly). Bad, wegwet to say ; doosid. Afwaid it's 
nearly all U P, poor old fellah 1 

Miss R. (aside, behind fan). Good! He shall do it. (Aloud, 
with much feeling). Oh, I am so sorry, poor fellow! Ah, Mr. 

Spoonbill, we are here to-day, and gone— -ahem ! Dear me, 

how sorry Mamma will be, too I (Aside). And there she is 
coming ! I must strike at onoe. (Aloud, and turning her fine eyes 
"full on " him for a moment, then dropping them in pretty con- 
fusion as they encountered his, and softly). I quite thought you 
were going to cut me this afternoon. (Pause; then another look, 
then same business as before ; then more softly). I saw you ever 
so far off 1 
Mr. S. (moving chair another inch nearer, and more tenderly). 

__ Cut you! Cut you, Miss 

Wobinbon ! Gwaoious ! 
What wubbish! Why, 
'shaw you, I've been 
thinking of you ev- van 
since that time, you know. 
Couldn't get you out of my 
head, and (gallantly) — aw 
— didn't want to, by Jove ! 
Miss R. (aloud; very 
softly). EeaUy f (Aside). 
I do believe he's on my 
new train. (Aloud, after 
pause of effect). Do yon 
really, really mean that, 
Mr. Spoonbill? 

Mr. S. (energetically). 
'Pon honour, I do! Why, 
Miss Wobinbon, when I 
caught sight of your— aw 
— believe me, dear Miss 
Wobinbon— your nev-vah 
forgotten, ev-vah wemem- 
bered face, in this — aw— 
desert, among all these 
oo-wouds of unknown 
ones, it came upon me 
quite like— aw— a wegular 
— aw — what-d'-y e- call-it, 
y' know, what one comes 
upon in the desert? 

Miss R. (sweetly, and 
fanning herself— interro- 
gatively). A Camel? 

Mr. S. (tenderly). Don't 
— don't chaff a fellah! 
Besides, y' know, (with 
sudden inspiration) one 
don't come, one goes on a 
Camel — ha, ha ! No, you 
know, y* know — oasis, of 
course; wefwesbing, ver- 
dant spot, jolly green, and 
— and all that, y' know. 

Miss R. (with inten- 
tion). Do you take me for 
being so " verdant," then, 
Mr. Spoonbill? 



Mb. S. (rising to the bait with alarm, as intended). No, no, no! 
Pway, Miss Wobinbon, pway now ! You— aw— know — aw— you 
must be— aw — aware of the— aw— gweat wespect, the — aw 

Miss R. (seeing " Mamma " bearing down on them, shuts up fan 
with quick dexterous action, turns her eyes "full on" him, suddenly; 
then, very softly): Then what do you take me for ? 

Mb. S. (losing his eyes in hers, and his head at the same time ; 
rapidly, and in a whisper). Dear. Miss Wobinbon — Cla-wa, I — 
aw— I well know for what I should like to take you ! 

Miss R. (turning "well doirn " eyes at once, opening and shut- 
ting fan in charming confusion ;\then, in almost inaudible whis- 
per). WHAT....? 

Mb. S. (pulling up his shirt collar, buttoning his ceat, then very 
solemnly and slowly). For bett-ah for — aw— worse ! 

Miss R. (as " Mamma " comes up — very sweetly, but with great 
presence of mind, firmly, and with wonderful decision). Then— ask 
Mamma / Tableau and~ Cuktain. 
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THE PASSING OBSERVER. 



KTELLEOTUAL Amube- 
ment.— Sir Johm Lub- 
bock hM found a rival. 
A man named Tbemont 
is ooming oyer to Eng- 
land next month from 
Paris, with a tame spider 
which performs as fol- 
lows:— A handkerchief 
co vers a large glass ease. 
When the man takes off 
the handkerchief the 
spectators see the spider 
motionless, and twelve, 
flies, one on every hour 
of a dial Any one of 
the spectators may name 
an hour; the man re- 
peats the question to the 
spider, who immediately 
rushes to the place in- 
dicated, and swallows 
the unfortunate insect 
The game goes on in 
till the twelve flies have 
—the wonderful spider! it 
making a mistake. If 
™-w~«- B w> «aifl kind could be invented 
which would dispose of the Home Rulers, what a blessing it 
weald be* to the House of Commons and the oountry ! 

• 

Fbom thb Academy (with many apologies to Mr. 8. DouetAs). 
— A difficult farming operation—* 4 Milking time." 

• • 

Historical Repetition. — It appears from the war telegrams 
that Russia dates according to the Old Style, which is different 
from the style' usually received by twelve days. But, apart from 
chronology, the Old Style seems to be very prevalent in Russia. 
The present Emperor has been led into a declaration of war in 
precisely the same style as his father, by misunderstanding 
popular feeling in England, and, moat likely, will meet with the 
same, old style of reception. It would be well for the Russians 
if this old style were one they could manage to get over. 

• 

• • 

Rising Talent.— It is said that a new rank in the Navy, that 
of " torpedo lieutenant," is to be created. Naval promotion is 
reported to be very alow, but the individual occupying such a 
rank would have an exceptional chance of getting a lift up. 

• • 

The Heathen Chines' Again. — The Yankee who invented 
wooden nutmegs and leaden razors must hide his diminished 
head. There have, it appears, recently arrived in Paris, some 
curious specimens of artificial pearls, the joint work of the China- 



man and the oyster. They are produced in this way j— Into the 
EheU of the oyster the Chinaman introduces little pieces of wood 
or earth, which keep the unhappy mollusc in a constant state of 
irritation, and cause a pearly secretion, which ultimately covers 
the fragments. Often a piece of metal, shaped to resemble the 
figure of Buddha, is introduced into, the shell* and this, by' a 
similar process, is converted into a pearl presenting all the con- 
ditions of a presentable relic* One can imagine an almond-eyed 
Celestial saying, " Oyster no eabbee— me gib him nicey piecy 
wooddee— oyster great foolee— all same makxuta liDy pearlee," 
Truly, the Heathen Chinee is fast getting civilized ! 

A Popttlab Ebbob.— To suppose that the Grove-venor Gallery 
is on the " shady side of Piccadilly." 

• • 

A Tbi angular Affaib. — The grasshopper plague still continues 
in the United States, and agriculturists are loud in then? com- 
plaints. A commission has been appointed by Con g r e s s to take 
evidence on the question, and the following is the present state 
of affairs : — First, the Congressional Commission are gathering 
grasshopper data. Secondly, the farmers are gathering' the 
grasshoppers. Thirdly, the grasshoppers are gathering the crops. 
Finally, as they say in the. House, the chances are that the grass- 
hoppers will " have it" 

Oub Defenbebs.— The coat of [the British soldier is a fair 
emblem of his military qualities. His ".uniform/ 9 condition is 
to be always in red-dineas. •'•«.. 

*'• .i 

ft •• . • 

Fbom the Albebt Hall.— -Speaking of the Wagneb Festival) a 
contemporary says that •• However coldly the early part of the 
programme had been received, the latter portion took the audience 
by storm. The assembled throng fairly hung upon every note." 
This shows that the audience as well as the composer must have 
had " a line of their own." . 

Vietce (fbobablt) Rewardkd. — Some one hag sent to the 
papers an account of what he calls " a rather curious example of 
the honesty of the postal authorities." A friend of his had occasion 
to send a parcel to a country town, and, having no seal, impressed 
the wax, with a half-sovereign, " whioh he accidentally left stick- 
ing on the wax." Tbe parcel was despatched in this condition, 
and when it arrived at its destination the coin was found in the 
same position, a charge being made for sending money by post. 
The whole thing may be summed up in a word. The coin stuck 
to tbe wsx, but the postman did not stick to the coin. The writer 
does not tell us, but of course tl<« ^oor letter-carrier received 
9«. lid. as a reward for his honesty ! 

• • 

Fbom Bublinoton Hoube.— It is asserted that one of the 
contributors to the Royal Academy this year is a policeman. His 
efforts are said to be ail in the nautical line. It is very creditable 
to the painter that his genius has secured for him so much honour. 
The artist has elevated the policeman— not the policeman de- 
graded the artist, as seems to be imagined. Besides, did not 
Gainsborough paint a " Blue Boy " ? 



WHAT YOU MAY EXPECT SOME DAY. 

of yon Lordly and Masterly Persona, And serve yon quite right, too !— JuDr, dixit. 
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THE ONLY JONES ON UNDISTINGUISHED AMATEUES. 

Thibi is a good deal of nonsense, it seems to me, talked about amateur 
actors, and one or tiro amatenr actors have lately caught it, as the saying 
is, very" hot "indeed. 

I am probably the only person alire by the name of Jons who is not 

quite sure that a 

eertain Ifr. Lbobabd 
Towns's drama of 
Percy had frir play 
at the Globe. It is 
a dead play new, 
beyond all hope, and 
there is no chance 
for it ; for him, 
should he try the 
boards again, there 
may be, for I have 
been told he was not 
"half bad." I might 
as well mention, how- 
ever, that I myself 
saw neither player 
nor play. Under 
these circumstances, 
you may wonder what 
on earth I can have 
to say upon the sub- 
ject. My purpose in 
writing is simply to 
ask for information. 
To the best of my 
knowledge I am the 
only dramatic critic 
alire of the name of 
Jons who does not 
know everything, and 
that is why I ask. 

A recognised thea- 
trical organ said of 
Mr. Townn: *'He 
has added a drain-tic 
curiosity to our list. 
He has given us a 
funny tragedy. He 
has made us laugh 
at human bones and 
chuckle over charnel- 
houses. He has in- 
vested blood with 
comicality, and has 
made murder and 
suicide things of 
mirth." The way he 
has done this would 
appear to have been, 
if I follow this critic 
rightly, to make the 
hero keep the bones 
of a murdered victim 
in a vault or closet— 
the critic unkindly 
calls it a cupboard, 
I presume for the 
sake of turning it 
into ridicule — but 
this alone does not 
to me very 
more foolish 
than the incident in 
a famous standard 
stock tragedy called 
the Iron Box, or 
Trunk, or Chest, 
which I recollect to 

have sat out with _____„_ __ 

some suffering many 

years ago. What do you say! Mr. Town is also accused of solilo- 
quising too much, and indulging in too long speeches ; but this was a 
oommon fault with the writers of all the standard stock pieces, was it 
not f The poor author-actor was also accused of looking like a very 
bad edition of Hamlet, and of wearing top-boots <\1 through the three 

Of the other persons who acted in the play, the Era said, "They 
had no voice in the matter. The actor who throws up his part must, 



as a rule, throw up his engagement too ; and so too often we find 
our pity excited on behalf of some artist of whose intelligence and ability 
we have had ample proof, and who is compelled to give utterance to 
twaddle for which we know in his heart he cherishes nothing but con- 
tempt ;" but, as a Jobbs of unusual ignorance, I would rather like to 
know whether the whole of the profession are, capable of telling twaddle 

when they see it, 



IN8U LT 
Him ti 4BX, Sir ! 



INJURY. 

JHSBI TI ABB, MUX ! 



and whether it is not 
almost, as a rule, 
quite a toss up 
whether a thing will 
go or it won't, and 
whether a " new 
creation, 19 as it is 
called, in the most 
experienced hands, 
will be bad or 
good! 

The Era goes on : 
"The amateur au- 
thor, Heaven knows, 
is bad enough. The 
taxes he has imposed 
upon our patience, 
and the trials to 
which he has sub- 
jected our temper, 
these columns have 
from time to time 
set forth. But when 
the vanity of ' the 
amateur actor and 
the conceit of the 
amateur author are 
found in one and the 
same individual, and 
opportunity is by 
some means afforded 
for their display, the 
result can hardly be 
other than calami- 
tous." 

But,HonVdMa'am, 
why? A prof essional 
actor must be an 
amateur to start 
with, must not he! 
and there must be a 
beginning to author- 
ship. I myself be- 
gan half a century 
ago, and before I 
proudly trod the 
boards as one who 
thoroughly "under- 
stood his business," 
and was hissed off in 
George Barnwell by 
an unsympathetic 
audience gasping for 
the pantomime, I, 
too, was a " Distin- 
guished Amateur." 
If Mr. Town's play 
and acting had been 
good it would no 
doubt have reoeived 
some much-grudged 
praise; but what I 
want to know is how 
these things occur at 
a respectable theatre, 
and how is.it that 
every new man's 
play that is accepted 
%$ bad, and what on 
earth can the people 
who pay, and are taken in, possibly think of the managers ! Thb 0. J. 



A VOTE 

" How do you like the Waobbb music ! " asked young Sxibtbot of his 
fair neighbour, recently at a party. " Oh, I do not care for it," was 
the reply; "it makes me feel so melancholy." "Ah," responded 
Smabtbot, "that is because it is such awfully sad music ! " (And this is 
the very question upon which no two critics can manage to agree.) 
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THE STREET WHERE THE THEATRES ARE. 



You may read in history books how Temple Bar " consisted, at 
first, of posts, rails, and a chain." The posts are there still, as 
perhaps yon have noticed when yon have passed that way. The 
chain has, I believe, been stolen some time ago, bat there has 
always been more or less railing at this unhappy edifice. The 
Bar holds its own, and is substantially mnoh the Same as ever, 

but the Strand be- 
yond is ever chang- 
ing. 

My Uncle Giles, 
op with my Aunt 
Giles for the May 
Meetings, after an 
absence from Lon- 
don of over a quar- 
ter of a century, 
sayaj^ 4 ' There ap- 
pear to be consider- 
able /alteration*.* 1 
He witats to. know 
what they are play- 
ing at behind that 
scaffolding on the 
right, and I tell 
him, Law. Courts. 
He misses, with 
regret, the first ori- 
ginal pill shop of 
Professor Hollo- 
way. "He is glad," 
he says, "to find 
%r that Twinimo'8 Tea 
Warehouse still 
stands where it did, 
but Punch's play- 
house appears late- 
ly to have changed 
its name." "The 
Fathkb- Lyceum!" cries 

Unole Giles, 
" that's where Young Cbablvy Mathews is, isn't it ? And, ah ! 
the Adelphi, to be sure. I've half a mind, if we can slip out to-night, 
whilst your Aunt is in at the meeting, for you and I to go and 
seeWaioHT and Paul Bedford at the Adelphi, and perhaps 
afterwards drop in and hear a song or two a t the ' Coal-nole,' or 



the ' Cyder Cellars/ Tou young dog, you ! what do you say ? " 
I am not, as it happens, a particularly young dog, and don't 
care to be dug in the ribs and shouted at in broad daylight in a 
leading thoroughfare ; and I break it gently to Uncle Giles, that 
if he purposes at his time of life to carry on in that kind of way, 
I'll have no more to do with him. , 

"No 1 ' Coalhole/ 
and no 'Cyder 
Cellars/" says 
Uncle Giles pre- 
sently, jn gloomy 
tones ; " what is 
there, then?" 

"Several things," 
I beg to explain. 
" A few pkces 
where they sell 
something to eat; 
six theatres, and 
three others just 
round the comer, 
and some talk of 
another still round 
another corner. It 
is daytime now, and 
the people you see 
are passing through 
on their way to busi- 
ness or to shop. To- 
night everybody 
here will be either 
going r to dinner, 
coming from dinner, 
or going to the play. 
Who am I nodding 
to? That's an actor. 
So is that So is 
that Yes, I know 

a good many faces An' Sux. • 

I meet here in the 

daytime. At night, some of them look rather different^-daring 
business hours, you know. No, that's not an actor, that 
one. That was his son I spoke to just now. He's young yet, 
but verygood. Every one who knows the Strand, knows the 
other. Why, the street wouldn't be the same street without him." 



NATIONAL DISHES. 

Qitb me English roast beef for a good solid dinner, 
With fine Irish praties all flour and meal ; 

Scotch collops, well flavoured, need make no one thinner, 
If a nipple of whuskie shall temper the veal. 

When Unter dea Linden $auer kraut can be relished— 
In Rome, one should dine like the Romans, the> 

While mids'-nests in China, with kebobs embellish 
Provide one a meal with but little to pay. 

So ethereal we grow when in Paris the splendid 
A vol a* vent serves us for substantive food ; 

By an omelette souJU our repast may be ended, 
Washed down with via ordinaire drawn from the wood. 

Maccaroni at Naples by yards you must swallow— 

In Palestine only is safety for pigs ; 
With dessert, if your pillau at Bagdad you'd follow, 

In the name of the Prophet, oh, let it be figs ! 

But the dish of all dishes that's now in the fashion 
(Though rather too peppery, may be, for us) — 

The dish for which Tartar and Sclav feel a passion, 
Is certainly Turkey served up a la Buss ! 



What follows the "music" of the future 1— A bad headache. 
On of the Resolutions of Mr. Gladstone— To write at least one 
- public letter (good or bad) every day of his life. 
Loahly People— The Rothschilds. 
A Gardes Party— An old rake. 



THINGS ON THE TABLE. 

This month I can but briefly point out a few of the best things; to my 
fancy, among the contents of the magazines. In the GomhiU, Mr. 
FaBDiBiQE Looks* has some bright and clever verses, called "My neigh- 
bour's Wife." In Bdgravia there is a poetical "Trifle," by the late 
MoETima C0UIH8. Mr. Bbsast has a capital article on "Francois 
Villon" in Temple Bar. "The Contributors' Club" is the feature of 
the Atlantic Monthly. "A Japanese Newspaper," in All the Year 
Round, is very good. In the Gentleman's Magazine, Mr. Perot Fitz- 
gerald describes the "Garrick Club Pictures," *hd Mr. Sala "The 
Grand Turk," both n their happiest vein. There is a paper on the 
" Old Greek Athletics '* in Macmillan, which strong young men ought to 
read. The social sketch— "Sir William W. Gull"— in London Society, 
is just the right sort of article for that magazine. The contents of 
Tinsley are readable and amusing. In Charing Cross Mr. Jobbph 
Hatto* begins a new novel, called " The Queen of Bohemia," which 
promises to be entertaining. The Argoty is LunLow-fess, yet amusing. 
The SL Jamais Magazine starts a new series with p. 467, which is 
rather odd. There are some good things in it this month. Condi*, 
Little Folks, and Good Things are very fair numbers. 

On Wednesday Next, 

The DERBY DOUBLE NUMBER of "JVDT." 

Price 2d., post-f ree 2jd. 16 pages, full of Pictures. 

VOLUME XX. of "JUDY," 

Now Beady, Handsomely Bound in Red Cloth, Gilt Letters 
and Edges, pries BigH* Shilling*. 

Uniform with the above, VOLS. 1-19 of "JUDY," 

Pries Bight Shillings each. 
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ANOTHER START ON THE PART OF OUR SLOFBRIAM WAR CORRESPONDENT. 



iC Q» IN THE CORNER. 

Thibe is a proverb that " two heads are better than one." This 
depends upon the quality of the heads. So far as the House of 
Commens is oonoerned, the two heads which constitute "the 
leader of the Opposition " are not equal to one. Sir Stafford 
NoBTHoom proved himself superior to the dual leader.t The 
proverb that rightly has reference to the present state of affairs 
is of different import " Too many cooks spoil the broth/' is an 
adequate oomment on what has passed in the Lower House 
during the past fortnight After five days' talk, Mr. Gladstone's 
" Resolutions " have been disposed of by a majority of 181 — that 
is to say, bv the votes of fortv more than half the total number 
of its members, the House of Commons has declined to back the 
dual-headed Opposition, even when the proposal was such as 
was fondly hoped might have been adopted by the Government 
itself. What the vote really meant is this : The Government 
have the full confidence of the nation in their conduct of the 
foreign affairs of this country. 

The whole value of the five days* debate, according to the 
Opposition, consists in the expression of public opinion it has 
elicited from its side of the House. 

What sort of expression did we have? 

Mr. Gladstone, as the most important factor of the dual- 



headed leader of the Opposition, explained that he had " an 
objection to be put to eay 'Yes' or/ No' to any question. 
Although," he continued,' 4 1 have been trained in an excellent 
political school, one of the fundamental maxims of that school 
was that no one should be content with two courses, but should 
have at least three." 

This is intelligible. But who— unless, perhaps, it be Mr. Aboh: 
and the village politicians that last week appeared in rosettes at 
St James's Hall— can understand what follows as an explana- 
tion of the Resolutions ? — 

"We have a major and a minor issue before us on this 
occasion," excNimed the right hon. gentleman, in winding up 
the debate. " The minor, which appears to me to be the mora 
valuable and necessary of the two, is set out in the first two 
Resolutions. The major is that which is principally contained 
in the fourth Resolution, and to which I feel myself unalterably 
attached. The major issue is, that contingent coercion by a 
united Europe, or by a combination of European Powers, is a 
legitimate issue by which, and by which alone, we can reason- 
ably expect to arrive at a safe and satisfactory settlement of the 
present difficulty." 

After this sort of talk, who could doubt that the House of 
Commons would decline the major as well as the minor issue 
put before it by the right hon. gentleman. Q- 



cadduky; 

COCOA ESSENCE 



Xany cannot take ordinary 
Coooaabeoauee they are mixed 
with ataroh. Oadbury's Ba- 
aenoe la Genuine; tt la, there- 
fore, three tlmea the strength 
of theae Ooooaa, and a refreeh- 
lng beverage like Taa or Coffee. 



PURE! 

SOLUBLE!! 
REFRESHING!!! 



LIE BIG'S 
TONIC 
WINE. 



LIEBIG'S 
LIQUID 

EXTRACT OF BEEF. 

By m«na of this Tahiabla Patent, tha 
Liquid ■xtaot of Barf, Qolnlna, andothar 
amovod tonka «• m blandad m to 
ugjiMrof nnriYaUad rtehn— and 
vnfladalkioaaai a drink, tta rtHn 
tag vowera oannot ba otvh ^ 
Bataliln Qaaaa of a Soma ad aaa. 

Stores, 12, Cloak Lane, B.C., and all Wine Dealers 



In form of a wlna, jm ii w lng tfca attri- 
bntaa of solid fowl, and hwing a mostaffraa- 
aUaaaToox. Thia, tha acma of nonfat.* 
mant, wiU forttff t*a faablaoL and la a 
•inaqmanon to invaUata, tcavallan by aaa 
or Und. and othan. Batoil In Oaaaa of a 
idoam, at 36a. 



^ttibedty the Proprietor, rift Fleet Street, H a Printed tyWooDFAix * Kutdcx, Millard time, thread, W.a-W«wr«tDAT, May 28, 18T7. 
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THE DERBY DAY. 



O-DAY is London'* Carnival : 

Its duties put to rout are ; 
For once, all Britons, great and small, 

Up early, off, and out are ! 
To Epsom, as if Derby mad, 

They hurry, quicker — faster ; 
The good, and bad— the swell, the cad — 

The shopman and his master ! 

Those will be there who always go, 

And on the road find pastime ; 
And they who go because, you know, 

They couldn't go the last time I 
They come— for status is no bar— 

From mansion or from attic ; 
In looks, some rather rusty are, 

And some aristocratic) 

There's crowding at the booking- place, 

There's jamming in the station ; 
Expectant fun is in this face ; 

In that one, consternation ! 
Though friendly chaff flies loud and fast, 

Who would the means disparage 
Which lands him, safe and sound, at lasF 

Within an Epsom carriage ? 

They're thronging down in break and wain ; 

On Shanks's mare the nimble. 
There's black Aunt Sally once again ; * 

And there, the pea and thimble. 
On horse — afoot— as 'tis the taste; 

gome tired ; with springy step, some; 
But, great or small, they're all in j 
' To see the fun at Epsom t 

Here pretty faces are aglow ; 

There, merry laughter's peajing; 
Coquettish costumes—veils a-plow, 

Bewitching eyes revealing ! 
What flirting, too 1 What vows axe made I 

What words are lightly spojkenl 
What wagers— never to be paid I 

What promises — all broken ! 



When luncheon on the gra c s is spread, 

And champagne corks are fljipg, 
What shoals of pretty things are said ! 

What joking and replying ! 
Then healths are drank, and toasts proposed, 

'Mid unaffected greetings ; 
How bright the scene ! how well disposed 

For more such merry meetings I 

The Derby dolls are to the fore ; 

The Derby dog is there, too. 
(The time when he will be no more 

No one can ever swear to !) 
The course is clear ;— the *' cracks " appear, 

And soon in line are forming, 
While scarce a sound foils on the ajar — 

The lul) before the storming I ' 

£ sudden Jmrsjt of colours bright ; 
A thrill of expectation ; 
ore of horses rush in sight, 



4 score of horses rush i 

tn gallant emulation I 

"They're off r resoundi 



ney re off! " resounds along the course, 
Where mighty crowds are tjfronging, 
/Lna each one names the winning fforse, 
Recording Jo his longing. ' " * 

Then << niffgers " cease their ftffjnai strafn ; 

Bystanders all are heedlefi ; 
bookmakers offer odds in vajj) ; 

Vociferation 's needless. 
" They're off at last,! Take £# your hat ! 

Bravo 1 see 1 there they're going 1 
This wins !" some cry ; " no, no ! 'tis that ! ' 

purrahing and brayo-ing. 

To-day, on London's Carnival, 

Its duties put to rout were ; 
But how all Britons, great and small, 

Who, early up and out' were, n 
From Epsom Downs come, every pne, 

Their nomeward ways all wending ;' 
fhe race is o'er — the day is done, ' 

For all things have an ending 1 
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REHEARSAL. 



ECHOES OP THE DERBY. 
(From several different Points of Yitw.) 



An Eoao tbom a Hansom Cab. 

N FOUND the confounded horse ! Who 
would have ever dreamed of the brute 
not winning? "A Moral—* safe 
Moral/' said everybody ! Hang every- 
body ! Hang the beast of a brute ! 

There's that cheque, too, for fifty, I 
didn't pay into Quilter's; that's all 
gone, and where am I to get the coin 
to replace it? Embezzlement, some 
people will call it I see myself arrested 

— tried ! I hear the awful words 

What ? Where shall you drive me to t 
Why, where I'm going to fast enough 
—drive me to the 1 * * * * * 



An Echo from a Young Lady's 
Boudoir. 

*****DidTseethe race? 

Well, no, I can't say that I actually saw 
it. The fact is, I hadn't really time to bother myself about the 
stupid horses, because, you know, I thought he would propose if 
he saw an opening; and, when such an opening did come as that 
minute of excitement when the horses were passing, and the 
attention of everybody on the drag was directed to them, while 
the stupids were all screaming madly about their twopenny- 
halfpenny bets of dozens of gloves, and making themselves quite 
unbecomingly hot about a wretched quadruped, I landed my Fifty 
thousand-pounder biped, and won my stakes in an easy canter. 
Oh yes, my dear, I may safely say I liked my Derby. 

***** 



An Eoao heard thbodob an Old Foot's Key bole. <«*. 

***** Bless and save us, what a noise, to be sure! 

Why, of course, forgetful old fool that I am, this must be Derby 

Day Derbv D*y,Anno Domini Eighteen hundred and seventy - 

seven! Another come and gone, and / still here! Derby 

Day / Ay, ay, another milestone in the journey onwards — one 
more sign-post pointing backwards sternly with outstretched, 
inexorable finger to all we have left there behind us ! In those 
days, Consult Planco, I used to " do my Derby " with the best 

of 'em! But those days were different, somehow, to these 

" Carpe diem" quoth the Epicurean then, " minimum quam 
credula postero" "Drink your champagne," cried the poet, 
" with the foam on't ! " And shall we wonder that the after- 
taste is so bitter in our mouths now ? But, methinks, the 

days were far brighter then ; the sun shone more gladly, the air 
was softer, the birds sang sweeter songs ; one's loves were true 
then, and on the truth of their smiles staked we the happiness of 

our whole lives, and sometimes — lost I Ay, that happened on 

a Derby Day, how many, many years now dead and gone! 

And what remains now /—this faded scrap of once gay ribbon 
and sunny hair, and below its resting- place for*— deep down in 
my heart, a bitter-sweet sorrow, an ever-haunting, deathless 
Memory ! ___ # * * * * 

A Wao from the Tail or " The Derby Doo." 
***** Bow— wow — wow! Bow — 10010— wow! Thank 
mv stars that's over, and I still " oan a tale unfold," as the Ghost 
of Gimlet says. But, bless me, what a Day I have been having !< 
What a shame to chivy, and pelt, and bawl at, and worrit a poor 
little wee Dog like me ! How was / to know I wasn't to go on 
" the Course ' ! I saw a nice, wide, open bit of tempting-looking 
crass for a good run, so, as that Yankee dog next door said when 
he took a piece out of the footman's calf, I "went for it" 
Thank Goodness, though, it's all over now; and I can once 
more wag my tail with a peaceful mind! Bow— wow — wow! 

***** 
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A WAttE^ OP tASTE. 
Some people go down by ike Bail, becafcte they prefer it. A lot they know about pleature. 



GLADSTON E'S 

vk ttie coat he bad tamed, till 'twas almost worn oat* 

The eccentric old gentleman came ; 
He was hailed with a cheer, and a jeer, and a shout : 
'f was a good hearty cheer, and in honour, no doubt, 

Of a once not inglorious name. 
Like a naughty old boy, he'd determined to stand 

By the worst of his bad Resolutions ; 
Bui Schoolmaster Granville eoDn took him in hand, 
And wrench*d from his grasj) his most dangerous brand, 

The cause of great Liberal confusions. 

But other bad boys, who had hoped for some fan, 
Denounced the whole thing as backsliding ; 
They whoop'd and they hooted, they swore they were done, 
Said " a mine had been sprung," and that, sure as a gun, 
Their leader should get a school hiding. 

At length, after hours all wasted in strife, 

The eccentric old gentleman rose, 
And the oldest among them ne'er heard in nis life 
Aught so truckling and mean, or with folly so rife, 

As his weak " Resolutions " disclose. 

First the Turk must be razed from the face of the earth 

(And, deserting our ancient ally), 
JJe proposed, amid shouts of Conservative mirth, 
What would jprove us all false to the land of our birth— 

fror the Czar he implored us to die 1 

Over honest /Johh Bull, Russia rough-Bhod should ride ; 

Wejthe Suez Canal must resign 
(This w&s 'carefully cloaked, for the truth he would hide) ; 
As also that India, our Empire and pride, 

We should yield without striking a blow. 

Of course each un-English and cowardly notion 

... Was clothed in words subtle and rare ; 

But Woifrr started up, and declared that the motion 

Was treason to her who is Queen of the Ocean, 

Whose Lion aye routed the Bear. 



RESOLUTIONS. 

And Cross to the rescue most valiantly came, 

And it seemed that War's trumpet he blew, 
For, though saying " Neutrality still was our game, 
Tet if Britain were wronged, he must loudly proclaim, 
War with England would surely ensue. 

" With the Suez Canal we'd no meddling allow; 
In Egypt our rights we'd uphold ; 
To our sway in the Dardanelles Russia must bow ; 
And, since in this war the Czar 'd struck the first blow, 
The world was no longer cajoled !" 

All honour to Cross— brave, outspoken, and free 1 
While we've Bcacoksvield still at the helm, 
And while Derby and Sal'sburj and Richmond agree 
With the rest of the crew in his bold polioy, 
We may trust all the fature to them ! 

But shame on " the Woodman," who fain " would not spare " 

The tree of our fine Constitution ; 
To the dark woods of Haw'rden we bid him repair, 
Vent his fitful and mischievous energy there, 

And repent of each rash Resolution. 

And when we look back at the mischief he's done, 

Sinoe his old Tory friends he deserted, 
We bless our kind stars that his course he has run, 
That his name now excites only jeering and fun, 
And his wild schemes are all disconcerted. 

Gibraltar, whose every stone is cemented 

With the blood of our heroes of old, 
fie proposed to give up ! but was wisely prevented ; 
And where were we now, .had we basely consented 

That f ortreas no longer to hold ? 

From the first to the last un-English and mean, 

„ His views and his measures clap-trap ; 
But through Russia's tool the people have seen, 
And now on bold Bbaoowspield steadfast they lean, 
Secure from all harm or mishap. 
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The most indescribable excitement lias prevailed all over Pofcpin's 
Court, Fleet Street, E.G., and the immediate neighbourhood. 
Joking apart, and without any kind of stupid exaggeration 
whatever, a rumour has reached the Judy office relating to a report 
with reference to an inquiry 
having been made by some 
person or persons unknown, 
respecting Slopkb's where- 
abouts. 

Unhappily, the rumour 
wants corroboration. The 
names of the person or per- 
sons supposed to have mani- 
fested this untoward interest 
in 8lopkb's movements are 
unknown. { 

At first it was thought, at 
the office, that probably Slo- 
pes owed them money ; bt*l> 
as a rule, it is supposed to 
be waste of time under such 
circumstances to make in- 
quiries about him. Why, 
then, did they ask? 
No one up to the hour of go- 



SLOPER SCRATCHED. 



< 



ingto press can imagine wh>. 
Yet, again, it cannot be 



denied that no one has come 
forward to sty that he has 
met with the eminent ttltt- 
rateur at any of those Maceft 
where all that is illustrious 
and elite is wont to as$embie; 
Was he at the private view 
at the Royal Academy? 
No. Did he lead at the 
Wagnkr Festival ? Not he ! 
Will he be down at the 
Derby ? Question. 

It must be allowed— 
probably, not without regret, 
yet it must be allowed — that 
the Derby will possibly — 
nay, probably — be ran all 
the same whether Slope a 
goes down or not 

The Derby Dog might not 
perhaps, be so easily done' 

without ; but we repeat the statement we have already made, 
it will be possible for the Derby to come off without Slopes. 

The question may here occur, Where is Slopeb ? 

We unhesitatingly reply, At the Seat of War. 



SLOPER AMONG THE COSAQUES. 



In the fhibkeft of the fight— where the strife and carnage are 
mttftt fiercely raglhi— where the blood flows in rivers, and the 
miHgled and fhaimed lie piled up in heaps— there look for Slopeb, 
Jttori SpeoialCorrespondent. Look for him there ; and, if you 

have much spare time on 
your hands, go on looking. 

At any rate— if we may be 
permitted to abandon alle- 
gory, and put metaphor on 
one aide for a while — if 
Slopeb has not vet gone out, 
his hat and Umbrella have, 
and are awaiting his arrival 
wherever most bloodshed is 
going on. Let him join them. 
Jcdy is not one who bears 
malice, the mere detail of 
several weeks' salary paid 
in advance she* sayfc nothing 
about, but she trusts the re- 
port that SLOPsa has been 
seen about the E.C. district 
lately, late at night, wearing 
a Cossaque-cracker costume, 
may prove untrue. 

Without his hat and um- 
brella, Slopee it compara- 
tively nothing, and he is 
advised (if etui in London 
anywhere round it corner) 
to abstain from appearing 
on Epsom Downs in any 
absurd masquerade. * 

Intelligence has just 
reached the Judy office that 
Slopeb is going down, and 
will have his face blacked. 
• # # » 

Further intelligence has 
reached the office to the 
effect that Slopeb has been 
scratohed. 

The office boy, who is of 
a sportive turn, has been 
naked to etplain the mean- 
ing of tills term, and has, 
but is not thoroughly under- 
stood. 
Mrs. Slopeb has called at the offioe. She says she has found 
Slopeb, who hitherto in Poppin's Court has been supposed to be 
an unmarried man. It is beginning to dawn upon the Judy staff 
what was meant when it was said that Slopeb had been scratohed. 



THE ONLY JONES. 

HonVd Ma'am,— You really mast go to the Lyceum and lee the Lyons 
Mail. Mr. Henry Ibvino's talents are shown to the greatest advantage 
in the dual part of Lesnrqnes and Dubosc, as are also those of Miss Isabbl 
Batbkan as Jeanette. Mr. T. Mead is extremely good as Lesurqaee' 
father, and so are Mr. Hdetlbt and Mr. J. Abchbb as the two thieves. The 
drama, arranged by Mr. Charles Beads, is extremely interesting, and is a 
far better version of the story than any other I have seen. I am delighted 
to find this return to melodrama at a house where melodrama can be so 
effectively produced. No piece ef this kind, for many yeara past, has 
been put upon the stage with such care to detail, and it will be 
eagerly seen a second time by those who go to see it once. A little while 
ago we had no melodramas anywhere, now they are being played at four or 
five houses simultaneously. It seems to me rather odd thai, as melo- 
drama always has answered, when well done, it should not somewhere find 
a permanent home ; also, I wonder why somebody does not write a new 
one 1 Meanwhile, HonVd Ms/am, mind you go and see the Lyon* Mail 
The picture galleries at the ^quarium still continue to be a great attrac- 
tion here, and among the latest additions is a picture by ttiss Adelaide 
Claxton, which you must on no account neglect to go and see. It tells 
the story of some poor girl who, weary of wandering through the streets 
in search of work, has crept into Westminster Abbey, one free day, and, 
overlooked by the authorities, fallen asleep, and been locked up for 
the night with the ghosts of the illustrious Dead. A strangely mixed 
crowd of ghosts are conjured up in this Midsummer Right's Dream. 



Good Qoeee Bess and Mart Quben of Soots walk arm-in-arm. The 
Merry Monarch plays the polite to that properest of Matildas (of Scot- 
land), who gathers together her skirts and shrinks away from him. 
Edward thb Sixth roads his book in a corner, and Eleanor or Castillb, 
who, according to accounts, was no great scholar, peeps eagerly over his 
shoulder. Cbauoeb is talking about his centenary to Pox, Fur,' 
GarrioE, Addisov, and Doctor Johnson ; and here are, besides, Edward 
the CONFESSOB, round whose tomb this all takes place, George the 
Second, and the two babes Shaeespeare murdered in the fower. Poor 
girl 1 I hope, when she is found in the morning by the authorities, they 
will not be very angry ; and I hope, in the end, she marries a Prince 
Royal or the Editor of a Serio-Comio London Journal, or makes some other 
equally advantageous matrimonial alliance. 

On Thursday last, at the Haymarket, for the benefit of Hiss Annie 
Latontatnb, Miss Amy Sedgwick appeared as Constance, In the Love 
Cha$e—* character with which the name of this talented actress will ever 
be associated. She was most warmly received. 

An amateur performance of much promise, under the immediate 
patronage of Her Royal Highness the Princess Christian, will take place 
on Thursday, 81st May, at the St George's Hall, Langnam Place, in aid 
of the Home for Incurable Children. 

A Place for Everybody.— Mr. Hates, of the West-end Box-office, 
Regent Street, has just issued his unique programme y giving all his 
designs and plans "at a glance." as Toole would say. "Aplaeefor 
everybody 1" Could President Hates, of America, do as much f 
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BEVERSING THE OBDER OF THINGS- ON THIS OCCASION ONLY. 

Major O'Leabt has promised to take his Wife and Laughers to the Derby. 
Mamma and Davghttrs (in chorus, and Ktih much impatienct). This is beally tco bad of Pa to kkip us waitikg so. 

bliU HA1T1BG QJ71IB AK HOBB JOE B)X. I EFOW IT HILL BB ALL OVER BEFOBB WE GOT THBBS 1 

[And the poor dear Major has really and truly only been about ten or fifteen mtnutes putting bis things on. 



I AX SURE WKVE 



SCANDAL IN HIGH LIFE: 
Forcible Abduction of a live Bishop. 

Among the faces we recognized on the hill, was that of the Bishop of—."— 
Special Correspondent's Letter on the last Tear's Jkrby. 

And this is bow Happened: — 

S you are kind 

enough to ask, 

To tell you is a 
pleasing task: 

I am a bishop — 
pious— plump, 

And dwell at 
M urn pert on- 
cum-Dumpe; 

Where, as I take my 
walks abroad, 

By lowly persons 
I'm adored. 

When down my way, 
just come and 
see 

The village maiden 

bob to me. 

— ♦####• 

I usually, when in town, 

Call on the Duke of Derrydown ; 

On Wednesday last I met her Grace— 

A lady with angelic face. 



Her carriage stood without the door — 
I'd never met her Grace before— 
Sbe bade me by her take a seat ; 
Her voice was soft, her smile was sweet. 

We drove away from her abode, 

Along a dusty, crowded road, 

Until we reached a great broad green — 

So strange a sight I'd never teen. 

The truth then dawned on me at last — 

" Good gracious me ! " cried I, sphast : 

" What will folks say ? " Said she, - What iun ! 

Til lay you 2 to 1, bar 1 !" 

When down my way, just come and see 
The great respect they pay to me. 



MB. GLADSTONE OK THE DSEBT. 
Somebody— or rather, some nobody — having written to Mr. 
Gladstone, asking his opinion on the Derby, has, it is rumoured, 
received the following reply on a post-card :— 

" Sir, — In answer to your obliging inquiry, I beg to inform you 
that no race bearing the name you have alluded to (the Derby) 
can in any sense be said to have secured the approval of the 
humble individual who is now trying to find room on a post-card 
for a long-winded statement which three sides of a sheet of 
letter-paper would not comfortably contain. Moreover, the only 
race which possesses my approval is the Russian-titled one known 
as the Cesarewitch. I have, besides, an insuperable objection 
(as all * ho know my utterances are aware) to any race which is 
not run on at least three courses, and the Derby (alas, that I am 
compelled to name it !) is usually confined to one course only — 
the racecourse. — I am, Sir, your exceedingly obedient and awfully 
humble servant, " W. E. Gladstone." 
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4. So he did; and this is the Good Young Man 
coming back and gone wronger. The " Moral" 
was nowhere, bathe didn't mind. 



gvuig, no uugut to uiko uomo » present iot uu jl 

" Is that a proper thing to give a child of seven ?" said he. 

don't think you could do better, at a penny 1 ' she replied. 



i ma «bo «»iutr 



"■"• «•• •"■» •«»•••* nuvu know OB«U| lb WVUf 

dancing a Cancan diabolique all by itself. 
Wasthatgoodt No! 



THE LAY OP THE LIGHT WEIGHT. 
(Dedicated to the Eleven of the Jockey dub.) 

0(7 must mind and call 
me early — call me 
early, mother dear, 
For to-morrow will be 
the j oiliest day in 
all the racing year ; 
It's the great big hand- 
icap, mother, and 
I am to be the jock 
Of the torned-looee five 
year-old "maiden/' 
as '11 go like one 
o'clock ; 
Which, with only four 
stun seven, he's regu- 
lar pitchforked in ; 
And I'm to be npon 
him, mother, and 
certain sure to win. 
So mind and call me 
early— call me at 
crow of the cock ; 
For I'm to be np on 
the "crock," mother, 
I'm to be np on the 
"crock"! 
I've never rode in a race, mother, not even a T. S. 0., 
And how I'm 4© get two mile — that's what it is beats me ; 
For I ain't no jodge of distance and pace, and that sort of thing, 
Ho more nor a holjl cow, mother, or a hen knows how to sing ; 
Bat some gents at Newmarket, they says, as boys like me is to ride, 
And carry on'y four-seven in their skins and little beside. 
So mind and call me early — wake me with a jolly good knock ; 
For I'm to be np on the " crock," mother, I'm to be np on the " crock V J 



There'll be many a little jock, mother, bat none so little as me, 

And between us all and our horses, oh, won't there be a spree ! 

For we'll never be able to hold 'em —how should such mites as us ? — 

And the other jocks and the starter, oh ! won't they darn and cuss, 

As we swerves all over the course, mother, and keeps on breaking away, 

And everybody a-grumbling and swearing at the delay. 

So be sure and call me early— as early as six o'clock ; 

For I'm to be up on tho " crock," mother, I'm to be up on the " crock "1 

I hopes as it won't be cold, mother, out there at the starting-pist, 

With the east wind a-cuttin' through yer, and me as thin as a ghost ; 

Or, if it should rain or snow, mother, whatever shall I do, 

A-frozen a'most to death, mother, and my "silk" soaked through and 

through ? 
But I ain't got much to do to win, for our trainer, says he, 
" You've only got to sit still, boy, and let him oome on, d'ye see ? " 
So now I'll be off to bed, mother, and sleep as sound as a rock ; 
For I'm to be up on the " crock," mother, I'm to be np on the " crook " ! 



A GOOD THIHG. 
At a reomt meeting of the Court of Common Council of the City 
of London an old grievance was ventilated. " Mr. Boon proposed 
that it should be referred to the Police Committee to consider 
the steps to be taken to stop the orange-peel nuisance. Mr. 
Fbiokrr, however, said it was absurd for the Court to trouble 
themselves about the question, as people would throw the peel 
on the pavement, do what they might And so," says the report, 
" the matter remains where it did." So does the orange-peel. 
The Court dropped the question, and the offenders drop the 
orange-peel ; and bo we go on as before. This should not be. 
Nor would it if our esteemed friend Sloper (now at the 8eat of 
War) were at home to carry out a plan he formed some time ago, 
not wholly unconnected with the Marmalade Industry. Persons 
who believe in Slopes, and wish to embark in a business where 
the raw material coats absolutely nothing, should reserve them- 
selves until his return. 
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DERBY DOTTINGS, R&CE-Y REMARKS/ AflD JOCKEY-LAR JOTTINGS. 



Making a Big Book. 



Back and Hedge. 



On the Road. -On the Rail. 



The "Start." 



Tfce "Winning" gorse. 



'WonP 



and 



T'other. 



# 'Q» IN THE CORNER. 

The " Special Correspondent" is becoming, if he has not become, 
a special nuisance to the readers of the newspaper in which he 
performs. He no longer confines himself to the narration of 
what he knows to be true, bat retails gossip he is confident is false. 
One way is — "I am assured on the highest authority, but I give 
the statement with all reserve, that "—something has happened 
which by no possibility or chance could have happened An- 
other way is — •• There is a rumour here, but of course it has no 
foundation, that a serious difference has arisen between Prince 
Bismarck and some illustrious person, and that the Prince has 
retired in chagrin." A third way is the confident way — " There 
is no truth in the report, extensively circulated here, that the 
Dues of EniNBuaoH intends taking a command under Hobart 
Pasha in the Turkish Fleet;" or, •* I have good reason for be- 
lieving, notwithstanding confident assertions to the contrary, that 
Lord Dkrby has not visited the Sultan incognito;" or, " The 
friends of * the prisoner of the Vatican ' are very anxious, just at 

S resent, to make the world believe that the Pope is in excellent 
ealth. I have reason to know that his Holiness is in an alarm- 
ing state. He is kept from fainting eight times, a day only by 
a judicious administration of sal volaXiU 7 " 



Of all the special correspon4ents, tfioee who perform in the 
Daily Netps are the most remarkable. They not only supply 
wonderful news from the places honoured by their presence, but 
oblige the wide world with strictures upon what is passing here 
at home. A favourite form with tyem is, after making a state- 
ment nobody will think of denying, to add, " Even Lord Beacons- 
field or Lord Derby must see." 

It U worth while buying a Daily News occasionally, if only to 
see the marvellous foreign telegrams it contains. To those who 
read it regularly, the special correspondent must be a treat after 
a daily dose of the linsey-wolsev reasoning which appears in 
{he leading columns of the journal. 

# t * « # * 

poring the past week the tefegrapfe has (been informing us 
how the ,QuEEN r s birthday has been kept wjJJ{ unusual festivity 
ail oyer the earth. In India, among our antipodes in Australia 
and New Zealand, throughout the Jjominion of Canada, in the 
United States, the health of Qyxwp Victoria, whose reign of 
forty years has been a benefit p the wor)d, was drunk with 
enthusiasm. On Saturday will be |he formal and official birth- 
day. Let the day be marked. * Q. 



CADDURY 



S 



Many cannot take ordinary 
Ooooaa because they arrnrbeed 
with starch. Cadbury's Eb- 
aenoe ia Genuine; it la, there- 
fore, three time* the strength 
of theae Cocoas, and a refreah-. 
lug beverage like Tea or Coffee. 



PURE! 

SOLUBLE 1! 
REFRESHING!!! 



COCOA ESSENCE 



IRCULAR 
POINTED 



PENS 
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THE BASHFUL ONES. A FRAGMENTARY TALE OF LOVE. 



Yes, Iter sweet face was gray en on his 
heart, aa his on hern t 



E'en from the bud of early youth they 
had loved, and yet he never had declared 
his passion, dreading, no doubt, a refusal. 



Ah, if he had known 
how the had pined for 
him in secret ! 



And if she had bat read the burning, 
passionate lioes he had penned to her, and 
after* ard*, through timidity, destroyed— 



She might successfully hare taken 
advantage of the many leap-years 
of the past. 



And they would have flown long, long ago. 
into each other's longing arms 1 



And now, in the sere and yellow leaf (as their spiteful 
friends choose to put it), their ardour is the same, and yet 
he has never told his lore. Oh 1 how—how will it end! 



THE PASSING OBSERVER 

• • 

Tbe Eel- skin Stile.— A definition of "Linked sweetness 
long drawn out "—Two fashionable young ladies, walking arm- 
in-arm. •*• 

A Prophet Indeed.— The habit of taking off the hat in the 
street is being protested against by the Germans, according to a 
contemporary, and a society is to be formed to induce polite 
people to replace the old method of salutation by a simple bow. 
Few but Frenchmen know how to take off the hat gracefully — 
not many Germans or Englishmen ever mastered the art. But if, 
instead of abolishing the salutation, fashion would banish the 
" chimney-pot " itself— what would not the man deserve of his 
generation who could accomplish that ? 

• • 

Difficult to Akbweb.— Describing the spirited master of 
bicyclists at Hsmpton Court last week, a contemporary says that 
one of the chief excellences of the "iron horse with two legs " 
is, that it is sn animal which requires no feeding. But, if such 
be the case, what was the "bicycle meat " for ? 

• 

• • 

Spibitualism at the Ofsba. — Mr. Mapleson, it Is announced, 
is about to bring out Chbbvbini's Medea, which has not been 
performed for seven years. Here is snother triumph for the 
spiritualists. A man who displays so much spirit in producing 
operas, was sure to come to media sooner or later. 

• 

• • 

Extbaobdinaby Case of Ignobancb.— A conference has, we 
read, been held at the Society of Arts, London, at which was 
discussed the question of Spelling Reform. Surely, spelling 



"reform" is not a matter for a conference — every schoolboy 
ought to be able to manage that ! 

• • 

Just like Him. — The newspapers of the lest few dsys contain 
several more letters and postcards from Mr. Gladstone, on un- 
important subjects. In this matter, as in many others, the 
right hon. gentleman might take pattern from ordinary beings, 
whose practice is to refuse to answer foolish correspondents. 
Yet, paradoxical as it seems, Mr. Gladstone's " wont " is to say 
yes. 

How to Account fob It. — In a notice of the Royal Academy 
Exhibition, one of the papers asserts that in many of the pictures 
" the artists show a great lack of taste." Without absolutely 
assenting to this statement, one may admit the possibility of an 
artist having something wrong with his palette— in which case, 
the taste would necessarily he a little wrong. 

• • 

A PfiOMisB.— Mr. Thomas Pubnell signs an artiole entitled 
" Woman," in a weekly contemporary, in which he argues that 
women ought not to be disqualified from voting simply because 
they are women. " We all know, 9 ' he says, " of a Sovereign lady 
occupying the most exalted position in the world, to whom more 
than two hundred and eighty millions of people owe allegiance. 
Yet, were this lady, now influential enough of her own will to 
make peace or war between nations, to retire into privacy, she 
would be disqualified from voting for the representative of the 
county or borough in which she resided because— she is a 
woman.' 9 Mr. Pubnell puts his case very effectively ; and when 
Judy has a vote it shall be exercised to secure a wider hearing for 
this champion of her sex, who, like the great A. Ward, believes 
in letting a woman " vote, or do anything she wants to." 
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"THAT BOOTJACK!" 
Or, The Mystery of " Ho. 44." 
She was tall— divinely tall, of majestic, Juno-like proportions, and her 
walk, or " going," as my young sporting friend 6iok Spavin irreverently 
styled it, was queen-like — almost, indeed, king-like in its force and mas- 
online decision of character ; she was, in short, a truly splendid Creature, 
and Florixda was her beauteous name. Her other name was Joins. 

I was stopping at the " Albion," Hastings, for a few days, and it was 
on the stairs, at that clean and most comfortable of hotels, that I first saw 
and admired her. 

But if she was too much for my susceptible heart whilst majestically 
ascending that most winding of staircases, how much more too much did 
she prove to be when I beheld her pacing the Parade in front of the 
coffee-room windows 1 Hea- 
vens and earth ! , what 
thorough - bred action was 
there ! What power, com- 
bined with grace ! What a 
grand sweeping carriage ! 
What— as Spavin again pat 
it in his "ossy" vernacular 
— what "a stride"! I 
couldn't make any stand 
against that thorough-bred 
action; that power combined 
with grace was much too 
much for me ; and her style 
altogether was one 1 could 
not get over. I succumbed. 
I fell in love right off with 
this Juno-like Florida — 
madly, deeply, irrevocably. 

And, if it hadn't been for 
" That Bootjack," Miss Flo- 
buda Jones would, ere this, 
have been Mrs. Flobinda 
BononoH. 

My friend Spavin, who 
waa then stopping with me 
at the hotel, among his other 
bad habits, used to wear 
Wellington boots— relics of 
barbarism for which I ever 
have, and ever shall, cherish 
feelings of the most unmiti- 
gated disgust and, every 

night, on his asking for the 
bootjack wherewith to extri- 
cate his feet from imprison- 
ment, he was met with the 
answer that " the Bootjack 
was then engaged in No. 44." 
Now this little fact, consider- 
ing that the "Albion 1 * pos- 
sessed but one Bootjack, used 
to put out Spavin pretty con- 
siderably, and violent was 
the abuse he would on those 
occasions pour out on the un- 
suspecting occupant of " No. 
44." 

But who was the occupant 
of "No. 44"? 

One night, Spavin and I, 
going up from the smoking- 
room later than usual, took a 
wrong staircase— (the staircases at the " Albion/* especially late at night, 
are about the pusalingest staircases I do know of !) — and found ourselves 
on a landing upon which several doors opened, but on which we could 
not discover the numbers of our own bedrooms. All at once Spavin 
uttered a subdued exclamation of triumph, and turning round I saw him, 
candle in hand, bending over some object outside a closed door. 

Approaching nearer, I found my friend's attention fixed on the much- 
coveted Bootjack, and a pair of remarkably stout Wellington boots, stand- 
ing defiantly erect beside it. 

"This, then," I whispered, "must be the 'No. 44 ' we've heard so 
much about." And, sure enough, on looking at the door panel, we found 
No. 44 painted thereon. 

Two days after the above little episode, a small party from the hotel 
was organized to visit Fairligbt Glen and the famous Lovers' Seat. 
Flobutoa, her Ma, Spavin, and I, were of the party, and never will the 
memory of that day be erased from the hesrt of Job* Robinson 1 

For how truly majestic, and yet how sweetly condescending, was my 
Flows© a I How her Juno- like proportions seemed to throw' into insig- 



nificance the other members of the party— especially little Spavin 1 How 
the power of her intellectual flow kept pace for pace with the power of 
her pedestrian goings-on ! How she appreciated the romance of the 
scenery 1 How full of poetry and sentiment was she ! — especially when 
we were sitting alone on the little beach at the Lovers' Seat, and where I 
should have then proposed if it hadn't been for Spavin's untimely 
arrival. What an utter absence of the common Real ! What a brimming 
over of the uncommon Ideal ! ! 

" Yes, ah, yes, She— She has something like a Soal !" I confided in an 
enthusiastic aside to Spavin, who immediately replied in his coarse way,— 

" Ya-as— I should say she almost wants a pair to step it out so as she 
does." 

I took no notice of Spavin's vulgar joke— all jealousy, of course. 
Neither did I heed another idiotic remark Spa vis made in going through 

Fairlight Glen, to the effect 



* QUITE ANOTHER THPINO. i 

Scotch Beggar Woman [enlisting Tourist's Sympathy). She's Hieianb, and 
Shx'b in a Stbanob Toon, and Somebody's stout heb Fiddle, and She'll 

NO KBN HOO TAB MAE* HER BbBAD 

Tourist. Wbll, my good Woman, I pity youb Case, buy " 

Old Woman. Bubh ta Case, Mob, it's ta Fiddle She's wtlb aboot ! 



that he " noticed," whenever 
we came to a bit of clayey 
or sandy soil, where one's 
footsteps became very visible, 
Miss Flows da would leave 
the road for the meadow 
adjoining ; or, in places 
where there was no grass 
available, she would, on 
some excuse or other, in- 
variably lag behind the rest 
of the party. This, of 
course, was all jealousy again. 

On the evening of that 
eventful, ever-memorable day, 
at the hoar of 11 p.m., as I 
was lighting my chamber 
candle, with the intention, 
and in the fond belief that I 
was about to retire to " sweet 
repose, snd pleasant dreams," 
a terrible event occurred. 

It was all through " That 
Bootjack"! As usual, Spavin 
wanted it. As usual, Spa- 
vin rang the bell for it — 
furiously. As usual, Boots 
made the usual answer— 
" Sorry to say, sir, it's hin- 
gsged, sir, in 'No. 44 V 

On this occasion Spavin 
lost his temper. "Why, 
confound it ! " roared Spavin, 
',' who, I say, wfco the doose 
is it that always monopo- 
lizes the Bootjack in this 
way?" 

"Well, sir," said Boots, 
"as I've told vou before, 
it's in use in ' No. 44,' who 
always wear Wellingtons." 

V And, pray, who is this 
precious occupant of 'No. 44' 
who always wears Welling- 
tons ? " 1 inquired care- 
lessly. 

"Who, sir 1 Well, sir, if 
you won't tell no one, sir, I 
may say as it's a young lady 
as have the most tremen- 
diousest-sized foot as ever I 
ever heard tell of." 

remarkably stout pair of 
No. 44," and an 



"What! "I cried, a recollection of the 
Wellingtons " we had seen a few nights before outside 
instinct of some impending calamity coming together, making me almost 
gasp again, — " what ! a Young Lady wear Wellingtons ? — and tveh Wel- 
lingtons ! And— and use a Bootjack / " 

" Yessir," said Boots, with a horrible grin. " Certingly, sir." 

" Name, man— her name? " I gasped. 

" Yessir," said the man. " Certingly, sir, if you will have it— Mm* 
of Jones, sir!" 

The blow had fallen ; the cruel truth stabbed me to the heart ! This, 
then— this was why she had kept on the grass so much ! This, of course, 
this was why she so persistently avoided any tell-tale footprints 1 0, 
Woman, Woman! Twaa ever thua; but— my Florinpa ! Oh! 
0! ! Oh!!! 

I fled by the first train next morning. 

J^UCH WOBSB THAN "HBLBN'8 BABIE8"-0nly waittitt next week. 
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•ENERY AND 'ARRY; OR, 

Tut-a-oum-tab ! Tut-a-eum-tar I Tut-a-cum-tar I This Wa the sort o' 
Latin 'Bksby and me hare been a-goin* In for afore we oommenoee to 
blow our own trumpet, at we does the thing on the extreme cheap, but ain't 
a-goin' to be out o' the fashion, and as coachin' is the go, 'ere goes. 

8o we pats this 'ere Latin in the extreme tip of the speaker, and chucks 
it through the "'orn/' this 'ere being thekerrect wit to learn the "part." 

Ketohmg the whip is also worry Important This 'ere is done in the fol- 
lowing way :— First, ketch yer whip, then try to ketch it, and when yer try 



'INT9 ON COACHIN'. 

to ketch it chuck it away from yer, but tike worry good care to pull It up 
short, and in the agony of the moment yer thong runs up the stick like a 
charmed snike in convulsions. (Atide) 'Smear will never do the trick— aint 
got it in Is wrist 

When yer starts from the "White Oss," go with a splash; never mind 
lamp-posts, as nothin' stands agin two ton and a team, and they al takes 
yer for a awful rich banker or a reckless Lord (I looks like the Lord* 'Brby 
looks more like the banker ; but he aint when yer knows 1m intimate). 



THINGS ON THE TABLE. 

Just exactly the kind of book that ought to sell largely seems to me to be 
" The Knot Tied : Marriage Ceremonies of all Nations," collected and 
arranged by Mr. William Tsog, F.B.H.S., and I think I may predict 
with certainty that it will be eagerly read by some thousands of ladies, 
married and unmarried. The contents are most amusing. 

Another work by the same author gives an account of many remarkable 
customs with articles explanatory of seasons and holidays, and is called 
" An Hour's Reading," — not, to my fancy, a very happy title. It con- 
tains, however, much that is curious and diverting. 

Miss Alioi Mudoi has written a novel, named " Strong of Purpose," 
which she has dedicated to the Rev. H. M. Biboh. The story is in parte 
well told and interesting, although I must own I was a little staggered by 
the description of the heroine. " What a face it was " — says Miss Mudoi 
— " a face once seen to live in the memory for ever — the face of a high- 
souled, true woman, with lofty white forehead, set off by the soft bands 
of brown hair which, just raised above the delicate little ear, fell in 
graceful ringlets round her well-formed head." (A rather unfashionable 
style, by the way.) " Then those eyes, with their trusting, honest look — 
eyes that met yours with a glance of utter fearlessness ; yet there was 
nothing bold about the maiden — tbe whole face was beautiful, but 
beautiful aocordlng to its own peculiar type, not beautiful according to 
the conventional pattern. There was character in this beauty — it was 
of the intellectual order rather than the voluptuous style ; a harsh critic 
might have decided that there was a trifle too much decision in that 
splendidly chiselled mouth ; that the nose gave indication of scorn ; but 
it was a noble scorn — the scorn that repudiates anything base— the scorn 
that has no assimilation with aught petty." This Is rather wild and 
silly, but it is what most young ladies will occasionally write about ideal 
heroines they have never met. I am too prosaic a person perhaps, but 
I should suspect the owner of that lace had a shocking bad figure. We 
hear so much in young-lady fiction of lovely faces we know do not exist, 
and nothing at all about figures. Miss Mudoi can write a better book 
than this if she tries. 



BXRLIVv IT. 

Sown— A Baker'* Shop. 

Lady Customer. What ! bread gone up again? And pray, Mr. 
Doey, why is that? 

Mr. Doey. Well, Mom, Ton see, it's in consequence of the War 
in the Yeast Everythini is going up. Why, the papers say 
that even the Cancasaes ia rising ! 

[Lady Customer pays her bUl without another word. 



A GEAHGE FOB BOMEBODT. 
Wx are to have yet another distinguished visitor. A live gorilla 
is on its way to London, and is " aa like a little negro boy in the 
face as a being not absolutely human can be. His hands are 
almost startlingry human, and many of his childish ways and 
solemn courtesies are exceedingly similar to those met with in 
society." It is rumoured that it is intended to nominate our 
friend as a Home-Rule candidate for the next Irish borough 
where such an article is in demand, to teach the party good 
behaviour. In that ease, however, the gentleman from Africa 
would probably not be elected. 



WZATHXB DIABY FOR LAST 

Momdat, fog as thick as yeast ; 
Tuesday, wind from sharp north-east ; 
Wednesday, intermittent rain ; , 
Thursday, fearful fog again ; 
Friday, frost and icy floe ; 
Saturday, a little snow ; 
Sunday, all pressed in one day ; — 
What a merry month of May 



MONTH. 
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, CEIME8 AND DISASTERS. 

THE Reverend Mr. Old- 
aorkb may attribute all 
his misfortunes to the 
pernicious habit of baying 
pills at Nottingham. 

It came out the other 
fay, when the question of 
a new trial in a breach of 
promise case was gone 
iato by the Queen's Bench 
: Division, that Mr. Ou>- 
acrks was obliged to go to 
Nottingham " at intervals 
to obtain pills," and at 
the Nottingham Railway 
station, twelve years ago, 
lie met Miss Sarah Dean. From a copy of the correspondence, 
Mr. Justice Mrxlob said he perceived that the defendant became 
warmer and warmer in letters making appointments. He began 
with "Dear Miss," he got on to "Dear Miss Sarah," and he 
culminated in "Dear Sarah." And this sally of the learned 
Judge's provoked laughter m court. " Weather permitting," as 
Mr. Oldaorss never failed to add, with his love, to the epistle, 
he seems to have met Miss Dran many times and oft, and on 
some occasions at the pill-shop, where, however, there is no 
evidence of her having taken pills. The plaintiff asserted that 
in the pill-shop parlour the defendant had proposed, and the 
defendant swore he had not A private detective, who had been 
humorously christened by the name of Thomas Jolly Death, 
came forward with information received respecting another breach 
of promise case brought by the lady and subsequently compro- 
mised, and in the end the Court made the rule for a new trial 
absolute, so we may hear more some day, at this court or 
another, of new (wo)men and Oldacres. 

'X the Warwickshire Assizes, a verdict was given in another 
of promise case against a medical student, and not liking 
^ the two hundred pounds damages assessed, he brought the 
case* into the Court of Appeal. The medical gentleman pleaded 
that he was not of age when he made the promise, but the young 
lady said that he ratified the promise when he became of age. 
The gentleman's counsel, Mr. MRLLOR,said it was only the ratifi- 
cation of an old promise, but, said Lord Justice Brett, if he 
wanted to make a new promise, how would he do it except by 
saying, " I will, marry you." To which Mr. Mellor added, 
" And she says, ' I will marry you. 1 " " Does it require a woman 
to say ' I will * ? " asked the Lord Chief Justice ; " I thought that 
need only be said in ohuroh ? " and his Lordship went on to ask 
if the defendant had been called to give evidence. Mr. Mellor 
owned that she had not, because in all such cases the jury had a 
strong feeling in favour of the plaintiff. " Was she very interest- 
ing-looking, then?" asked the Lord Chief Justice; but Mr. 
Mellor was not to be ensnared that way. He had not been to 
see the Trial by Jury for nothing, " Thank you, my lnd." How- 
ever, the medical gentleman lost the case in the end, and the 
application was refused with costs. 

Mr. Walter Barber, on the contrary, kept his promise, and 
was married at the ripe age of nineteen to a young lady of 
sixteen, who summoned him the other day before Mr. Flowers 
for " slapping her head till it made her silly." Whether or not 
the same proceedings had been applied to Mr. Barber did not 
appear, but he himself was not overwise. Mrs. Barber stated 
that Mr. Barber had failed to give her any money, and that 
she pawned her weddiog-ring and bought a pot of jam. Mr. 
'Barber got up early next morning and ate three spoonfuls. 
Mrs. Barber objected, and explained that as Mr. Barber had 
got the jam in his mouth, she could not get it back. She, 
however, seized what remained, and took it to her mamma's. 
When she got back, Mr. Barber, to use her own graphic 
language, " whacked her with a shovel." But now Mr. Barber 
was invited to tell his story. Mrs. Barber was always staying 
with her mother, except at such times as she was playing 
at battledore and shuttlecock with common vulgar girls in the 
street He had been married three months, and he had not led 
a happy life. Mr. Flowers having gone thoroughly into the case, 
presented both parties with a pot of jam each, and recommended 
them to go home and live happily ever afterwards. They went 
and did so. 



ALEXANDER'S LAST. 

ERY few will be able to 
refrain from sympa- 
thetic tears when they 
read how the gentle 
sons of Holy Russia 
are preparing them- 
selves for pillage and 
slaughter. Says a 
correspondent, — 

" More than half the 

officers in the twelve army 

divisions, and a very 

large number in the other 

brigades, have formed a 

temperance league. At 

the outbreak of the war 

they swore not to drink, 

^ smoke, nor gamble, and 

they are keeping their 

oath. The Czar exhibited great emotion on hearing this, and declared 

to the officers that if his ancestors had commanded such an army ike 

whole world would have been theirs." 

Such a declaration is extremely touching. But, at the same 
time, what a good thing it is for us, that in the days of the Czar's 
ancestors teetotalers were rather scarce ! Otherwise the world 
generally might be sharing the advantages of Russian rule, in 
the shape of universal knouting and unlimited Siberia. 

HUXILIATIVe CONFESSION 
Judt feels it is only just to her thousands of subscribers to state 
that, last week, she engaged a Sporting Prophet, whose prophecy 
was, as it happened, fortunately squeezed out by other matter. 
Judy, however, scorns to take advantage of this circumstance to 
hide this man's miserable failure. Judy's Prophet, she unhesi- 
tatingly declares, was the one only Detby Prophet on the press 
who never even alluded to Silvio as having the ghost of a 
chance. There might not have been such a horse, for what 
Judys Prophet knew about it 



THE ONLY JONES. 

Mr. Dioir Boucicault is the greatest of living stage managers, and I 
should just like to hear what half his plays would have come out like 
if some other stage managers I know, and don't know, had managed 
them. The Streets of London is a most amusing piece, but the 
dwellers in those streets, as here represented, are perhaps rather more of 
the London Journal than of London. I am, however, very pleased to 
see that melodrama is thought to be worthy of reproduction at a period 
when the entertainments at the generality of the theatres were fast 
threatening to become the very reverse of entertaining. 

The play is not, on the whole, as well acted now as it was when first 
prod need, but it is, all round, good enough. Mr. Rmsrt is good. He 
need not imitate the late Mr. Grorqr Yiniho, by the way, because Mil 
Viniho's performance happened to be about the worst in the whole cast. 
Nor, indeed, need the actor who takes the part of Foffin burlesque the 
voice of the late Mr. BaiTrais Wright, because Mr. Brittaih Weight's 
voice was not his strongest point. Mrs. Mellon is always good, and as 
she happens to come after Doiinnox Murray, as Dan, it is unfair to make 
comparisons. The fire scene and the charcoal scene are as good as ever. 
I am not quite sure why Northumberland House and that chemist's shop, 
long since improved away, should still exist upon the stage ; bnt the scene 
was very effective, and the got-up row with two little street boys (both of 
them very clever indeed) went as well as ever. 

By the way, be sure not to leave without seeing the Martiwktti Troupe 
in the ballet of Robert Macaire, and wait till the end. The death of 
Bertrand is one of the most startling bits of realism I have seen for a 
long while, and I as nearly as possible went away and missed it. 

No one hardly would have expected to have fonnd M. Biviorr located 
at the Queen's Theatre, but there he is ; and, from tint appearances, a 
great success seems probable. The' entertainment is good, and the 
arrangements for the comfort of the public have little to be desired. 

Thr 0. J. 

NOTICE.— On the l±th of June will be published, "ALL THE 
WAY, ONE SHILLINGS Judys Booh for anywhere and 
all times, containing some hundreds of Com\c Pictures liy 
A. Chasemo're, with appropriate Letterpress by Chas. H. 
Ross. To be had everywhere. 
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SINOULUt CIRCUMSTANCES CONNECTED WITH 



4. But though the Office Boy searched high— J •»» 



w cvunw, no to. 



Boy swore to hiin, — 



1 Cb UIV V1UVO 



f to mind the shop, H said the Ever Young and Lovely. 



"Q" IN THE CORNER; 

No wonder Mr. Chamberlain, M.P., is popular at Birmingham. 
It is all very wall for him to retire from the greater dignity of a 
mayor to the leaser dignify of an alderman. . Poor Mr, Baker, 
mayor eleo+, is only an official cloak for Mr. Chamberlain, mayor 
in perpetuity. Poor Mr. Baker occupies at Birmitftham the 
position occupied by the Marquis of Hartikoton in *|he House 
of Commons. He is official chief, but another, when he chooses 
to exert his influence, is received as leader. Mr. Chamberlain, 
it must at once be confessed, deserves the popularity he has 
achieved. Like Cjbsab in Rome, he gives his people shows. 
The Birmingham citizen likes a show, and enjoys a show, and 
Mr. Chambbrlain ministers to his appetite with admirable dis- 
cretion. The latest show was certainly one of the best. Mr. 
Gladstone, the great leader of the Liberal party, and who can 
sp ak longest and most elqoently on any subject that could be 
proposed, was the attraction. Of course it was known before- 
hand that Mr. Gladstone could say nothing he had not already 
•aid ; bat there was Mr. Gladstone, and there were the tbou- 
saode at Birmingham ready for their half -holiday. The result 
must have been altogether satisfactory to every one of the 
30.000 persons present— except, possibly, to Mr. Gladstone. 
How he can be satisfied I have been trying to see in vain. 



He no doubt thought, when he was driven about in a carriage 
with four horses, unaccustomed to popularity, that he . was aiding 
the liberation of the Bulgarian Christians from Turkish rule. 
In effect he, the most prominent and enrnent memjber of the 
Lfrerat party, was giving sanction to Qe Federal Association, 
44 formed on the basis of the Birmingham Association," which 
had been formed just prior to his arrival, and which has objects 
utterly distasteful to the majority of the party of which he is tke x 
most prominent and eminent member. 

I quote one passage from Mc. Gladstone's speech : " I fully admit 
that we have a great responsibility in. working upon a matter of 
foreign policy — systematically working as we have done against 
the Executive Government, and against the sense of the House of 
Commons. It is a thing that is rarely done, and it is a thing 
which I hope will rarely have occasion to be done again." 

I hope ao too. 

* * * * * * 

• I forgot to say last week that the Daily News has a " Q in the 
Corner/' This " Q in the Corner " lately wrote to that journal 
to say he did not think Mr. Roebuck a gentleman, and that " as 
cruel as a Turk ' ' is a popular phrase. 

The Daily News, which believes that the Quern is one of the 
Three Estates of the realm, and that the Antipodes are a place 
'somewhere abont Australia, is a wonderM paper. Q. 



CADBURY 



P 

5 



Many cannot take ordinary 
Cocoas hecauee they are mixed 
with starch. Cadbvbv*s Es- 
sence is Genuine; it is, there- 
fore, three times the strength 
of these Cocoas, and a refresh- 
ing beverage like Tea or Coffee. 



PURE! 

SOLUBLE!! 
REFRESHING!!, 



COCOA ESSENCE 



LIEBIG'S 
LIQUID 

EXTRACT OF BEEF. 

tataaof aolld food, an/bmnga« 

atdoflaTonr. Thla,taa acma ot 

moot, will fortlff tb* fsabkaL and ta a 
Unoquaaon to Invalid*, tMrun by aaa 
or land, and otbcra. Raftall la Cases of a 
dostn, at 36a. 



LlEBIG'S 
TONIC 
WINE. 



Liquid 



of thto vataabl* Fatont. tha 
■ of Baal QjaJalB*. and oibor 



ap prorad tonka aw a» blanda d as to fnewa 
lfaassrof swindtod rkenaas and rutty; 
wfiSdattaWnias a drink, tta tHnvtisat- 

las sowan oannot b* otnr aattiaatsd. 

V RatojfinOMasof adoaaaatya. 

Stores, 12, Cloak Lane, E.G., and all Wine Dealers. 
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IN AND OUT OF TOWN. 




Tjbbibb in — 



And omt of Town. 



This is Miss Bbckt 
Solomons at home. 



And this is the beautiful And this is her Fa ! 
Rbbbcoa at Margate. 



Ditto. 




Nov, would you think that this fine-look- 
ing inittfidnai, who might be taken, eren 
by snoh men of mind as Kbsbalt or 
whallby, for a man of noble birth, was — 



Our Batcher? 



Bbowv, of Coutter k Uuuswfa 
Bask— 



Gees on the Continent for a month, and 
it does seem hard, after crowing it to snoh 
perfection, he most, on his return, share or 
resign 1 



A SUMMER SONNET. 

Abgotcbht.— The town-bred Poet, pensively promenading, cometh across 
an unknown insect, and fondleth the same, imprudently, whilst he 
sings: — 

EGUND Summer followeth 

Spring: 
The Poet lifts his voice to 

sing 
In praise of every living 

thing; 
Or if it sting, or do not sting, 
Until the distant echoes ring, 
With this, our Poet's carol- 
ling. 

* # ♦ * 
Stay; methinks the Poet's 

droptit: 
'Tuas a wops, and he has 

" eopt " it ! 



Fbom thk Seat of Wab. — Difficult people to torn oat of their 
homesteads— The Remain-ians. 

Only to bb Expected.-- That the Author of " Ginx's Baby" 
should be rather Dundee-headed. 

Br oub Own M.P.— An appropriate way to get rid of the 
Women's Suffrage Bill — " Talking it out" 



SHALL MUSEUMS BE OPENED ON SUNDAYS? 

To Judy. 
Madam,— Ton know that there is a movement which numbers 
among its supporters some men of position and influence — and 
it is a great pity to find them in such bad company — who desire to 
say " Yes " to the above inquiry. Others have already argued 
the question most ably on its merits, but I should like to 
call attention to an element in the case which, apparently, has 
escaped the notice both of those who urge on the movement, and 
of those who are now aotivelygetting up petitions to the House 
of Commons to oppose it Have you ever been to the British 
Museum, or to the South Kensington Museum, when the working- 
man, filling up idle time, is paying his occasional visit to either 
of those institutions ? I have seen him often, and have never 
failed to be struck by an air of unutterable weariness in the faoe 
of that working-man ; an expression of infinite disgust with the 
whole business ; an appearance of being compelled to " do " the 
Museum terribly against his own will, for the sake of his wife, 
or his sister, or some country friend, as weary of the entire per- 
formance as he. Finally, I have noticed an evident longing on 
the part of that working-man for the time when he will be out- 
side the Museum again, free to stimulate his exhausted con- 
sciousness with a pint of beer. That is what opening Museums 
on Sundays, Madam, means— beer; a pint only, perhaps— or, 
at any rate, some quantity between a pint and a pailful. And so 
I say, Madam, that unless Dean Stanley and his friends are 
prepared to advocate the opening of public-houses all day on 
Sunday, as well as Museums, and to supply gratuitous beer, 
they will inflict on the unhappy workmg-manfan amount of mental 
and physical suffering dreadful to contemplate. 

I am, dear Judy, Yours anxiously, 

No Half Measures. 
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THE 8EYEN SINS OF THE SEVEN AGES OF WOMAN. 
(Being Itij Essays with an Easier Moral.) 

SI* THE THIBD.— " THE HEW FBOCK." 
What, I would most dispassionately inquire, what is there 
really in this wicked world so truly beauteous as Maidenhood ? — 
what so divinely delicious a time as that represented by Sweet 
Seventeen ? What can compare to that sweetly pretty picture 

by the Poet of "TheMaidkn " 

" Standing with reluctant feet. 
Where the Brook and River meet, 
Womanhood, and Childhood fleet " 

Could that flower-like, simple-looking creature " with the meek 
brown eyes," could she, I 
say, ever do otherwise than 
what the same great Poet 
declares of her, so truly 
beauteously, but " Bear — 
"In her heart, the dew of 
Youth, 

On her lips, the smile of 
Truth?" 
Gould she? Surely, oh, 
surely, Nay! Could she 
ever, as the Moralist so 
grandly puts it, " Immolate 
her Youth and Beauty at 
the shrine of Vanity"? 
Could she even, forgetting 
"the dew of Youth," and 
"the smile of Truth," 
before mentioned, even for s 
one tittle minute allow her- 
self to dream of such a 
piece of vanity as a New 
Frock? We all well know 
the story of that Girl of 
the Period, in the bar- 
barous days of ancient 
Rome, who, when her poor 
old pa took her to task for 
spending such a lot on her 
frocks as to drive him into 
the Bankruptcy Court, 
effectually shut up the 
poor old gentleman by 
proving to him that "It 
was an act of Religion to 
sacrifice to the Graces." 
Surely such goingB-on as 
that could only go on in 
those days — now, thank 
Goodness, never seen! — 
of Barbarous Extrava- 
gance and Wicked Luxury? 

There were, however, 
once upon a time, not so 
very long ago, a pair of 
as pretty and sweet Sweet 
Seventeen-en as you 
would wish to see, and, after the manner of young ladies of that 
pretty and sweet time of life, their friendship and affection for 
each other was quite beautiful to gaze upon. I am sure the way 
they would kiss each Other, especially before company, was as 
tantalizingly touching as was the pretty way in which, clasping 
each other's slender waists, they would wander forth amid the 
flower-beds-Mhemselves a perfect posy. 

Now it so happened that, though these two little dears— whom 
I will denominate simply as Miss No. 1 and Miss No. 2 respec- 
tively — were "• like sisters r in most things, in one particular they 
differed muchly. Thus, whilst Miss No. 1 would wickedly run 
into debt and recklessly squander her last farthing on a Frock, 
and then beg or borrow the necessary coin for a new one, Miss 
No. 2 was of « properly thrifty and correctly economical nature, 
and would spare herself no trouble in "turning," "dyeing," 
" cleaning," and " dipping "'her various articles of finery. 

In the neighbourhood where- my two heroines dwelt there lived 



HARDLY SATISFACTORY. 

Rednosed Party. It's one or thi Effects of Hnrniotsrioir, Six, to 

MAX! THE NOBB BED — AND I SUFFER FROM IT, HAWFOL 1 {PaUSt) WlLL 
TOU BATE ANTTBINQ TO DRINK BEFORE YOU 00 t 



a certain gallant and good-looking Young Gentleman, who ad- 
mired both my Sweet Seventeen-ers, having * penchant, however, 
so far, for Miss No. 2, who was, as a matter of fact, naturally— 
and there is much artfulness in tbis little adjective— the prettier 
of the two. Each, however, of my Misses secretly, but fondly, 
believed that she would, in due time, become Mrs. Certain Young 
Gentleman. 

Now, when this Young Gentleman " came of age," his wealthy 
papa gave a grand ball in honour of the happy oooasion, and to 
which our Misses received special invites. And then, of course, 
arose the great Question, What shall I wear ? 

Said Miss No. 1 (to herself),—-" I know poor dear old pa can't 
afford it, and I've no doubt if 11 cause him much anxie ty and 
pain, but I'll coax him to let me have the money he saved up for 

the Insurance to get a 
New Frook with." 

Said Miss No. 2 (to 
herself),— "I know poor 
dear old pa can't afford it, 
so I won't have a New 
Frock ; my last silk, dyed 
and done up, will do for 
me famously." 

The Ball was a great 
success. So was Miss 
No.l. "Poor pa's Insur- 
ance money" bought the 
most captivatingly deadly 
New Frock in the room. 
Miss No. 2 was absolutely 
" nowhere " beside it ; hex 
" last silk, dyed and done 
up," did " do for her fa- 
mously," but in a slightly 
different sense to what she, 
poor good dear, intended. 
Languishing, a jealous 
wallflower, she beheld 
Miss No. 1 dance dance 
after dance with the Cer- 
tain Young Gentleman, 
and who, after supper, 
finally culminated in offer- 
ing her "his heart and 
hand." 

Miss No. 1 is now the 
happy possessor of the 
C. Y. G.'s "heart and 
hand." She also has the 
C. Y. G.'s big cheque- 
book. 

When last I saw Miss 
No. 2 she was wearing 
the dress of a Sister of 
Charity ; and her poor 
disappointed face, as it 
appeared under the hide- 
ous white flapping bonnet 
of the Order, told its own 

__ ______™_________ dismal tale. 

And now, dear Young 
Ladies all, I beg to make you a present of the great Moral 
contained in this parable. Take it, dear Girls, take it to your 
hearts of hearts ! 



* UHCOMMOK THDffOS. 

It is an unepmmon thing not to find a crowd outside Judy's Office window. 

It is an uncommon thing to find a third-class compartment on the District 
Railway made to seat ten, that does not contain nearly twice that 
number. • « ■ . ' 

It ia an uncommon thing to find a cabman polite after a shilling fare. 

It ia not an uncommon tiling to find " Cambridge sausages" manufac- 
tured in Whitecbapel. 

It ia an uncommon thing to hear, a good word said of the golden image' on 
the Albert Memorial. 

It ia not an uncommon thing to hear of people being sold by the sea-serpent. 

It ia an uncommon thing to get a good cigar at a reasonable price. 

It is an uncommon thing to find A. Slopvr out ! 

It ia an uncommon thing to find a lady help, if she can help it } 
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THE PASSING OBSERVER. 

|UIT£ a Boon.— A "preparation 
for the toilette" is advertised, 
which, it is guaranteed, will take 
" spots, disoolorations, or, indeed, 
anything off the hands." If the 
^'anything" includes finch ar- 
ticles as grown-up daughters, this 
preparation ought to have a good 
sale among the mothers of Bel- 
gravis, some of whom ; have 
daughters on their hands who 
have remained there season after 
season, despite the most pro- 
found generalship and the art- 
fullest manoeuvres in the mater- 
nal repertoire, and it has 
seemed as if they never would 
he got rid of. The proprietor of 
this invention should very speedily make his fortune. 

• • 
Haedly Fair, sithbb.— A discussion is being carried on in a 
weekly contemporary as to what constitutes a gentleman and what 
a lady. One of the writers— a lady, doubtless— defines a gentle- 
man as " a human being who possesses a man's courage and a 
woman's tenderness." As no one, as yet, has been able to define 
what is a lady, here is a suggestion : — A modern lady is a human 
being who possesses a woman's tenderness, and wears a man's 
clothes. How will that do? . 

A Chancs fob Somebody.— Shakspiars has been translated 
into Telugu, one of the languages of Hindustan, by a certain 
Vavivlala Vasudeva Sastbi, and it is suggested that there is a 
fine opening for some of our Shaksperian actors to go out to 
South India and interpret the Bard to the Teluguans. The 
Shaksperian actors referred to, however, seem at present to be 
holding back, the prospect apparently being rather Telugubrious. 

• 

A Novelty which is sure to make a great " h# "—The fish 
torpedo. . 

Mb. Lowe's Extended A B C. — At the Spelling Reform Con- 
ference held recently in London, a letter was read from Mr. 
Lows, M.P., suggesting that fifteen new letters should be added 
to the English language, as each letter should represent one of 
the thirty-nine sounds in the language. It wofJa tfe rather a 
bad look-out for Young England learning bis letters if tbjs were 
adopted, and would dreadfully confuse nursery instruction. The 
new A B is worthy the brilliant author of the Match Tax, 
who should have more reasonable iileas about orthography, ain.ce 
be often has a " spell "ona bicycle all to hiinself. > 

• 

Anothxb Push job Fame. — The person named' D* Moboan 



who" assembled in his thousands to overawe the House of Com- 
mons, and actually did have a cup of tea in the Tea-Room, is not 
vet entirely disheartened. He has determined upon one more 
bold stroke for fame. Mr. ds Mobgan announces that on June 
18th, the anniversary of the battle of Waterloo, he will hold 
another demonstration similar to that of the 17th of March. As 
the occurrences of that day revealed, Mr. ds Moboan is too 
insignificant to raise even a storm in a teacup ; and the only thing 
he has successfully " demonstrated" is his own folly. 

• • 

Something towabds It.— It has been rumoured that the 
Turkish Government have tried to get Captain Shaw over to 
Constantinople to form and instruct a Fire Brigade. Rumour 
does not say what was the gallant Captain's answer, but he 
would be all right for a title. " Shaw Paoha " is rather taking. 

• 

• • 

Ship v. Sailob. — Complaint is made by a naval contemporary, 
that whatever advance and improvement has been effected of 
late years in our ships, nothing at all has been done to " elevate 
the sailor himself." This is a mistake, surely ; what about the 
torpedo? /. 

Too Tbue. — A Chinese laundry is being erected in Holland 
Park, for which the advocates in our newspapers of " Chinee 
cheap labour " in England hope to secure a large business. It 
ought to be successful ; for in the utterances of these worthy 
persons there is enough of the wishee-washee to satisfy even 
the most ardent pro- Celestial. 



PS] 

Pr< 



His Old Game.— It seems that we shall never hear the last of 
Mr. Gladstone's Resolutions. The Editor of the Highlander, a 
aper published at Inverness, has had a letter from the ex- 

emier, in which he says: — " I thank you much for your letter 
and article. They refresh one like a Highland breeze.- Allow 
me to assure you that none of my Resolutions were withdrawn, 
although only one was put. It would have been less then respect- 
ful to propose any other, after the vote to which the House had 
eome against passing any such motion." What the right hon, 
gentleman means is, probably, that though but one Resolution 
was put* they were all rejected, only he does not like to say so. 



SWEETS TO THE SWEET. 

My Floba is the sweetest girl ! 

One would half think she fed on flowers, 
Did one not know she put uway 

Much solid food at vulgar hours. 

Her lips are red, and pick her cheeks; 

Her sweet young figure's nicely rounded; 
Did you but see her at her lunch, 

By Jove, I think you'd be astounded! 

Stay, stay ; 'tis mean these little things 

Thus publicly to be reporting; 
There is so much in Floba sweet, 

It ought and does take $ome supporting ! 



POPPITT9' LITTLE MISFORTUNE. 



Pofhtts has got an Appointment to 
meet bis Beloved on Westminster Bridge. 



She is behind time, to he has " Oh/ Lor' 4 

a sit-down on the parapet, gone oyer ! M 



He has " Suicide's yer little game, is it ? All 

right, young man, come along with me." 
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CAUSE FOR 

Kindly-disposed Little Oirl (v>h> has crude notions about ike food of Ike deer tribe), 
amd Bat this Bit ot Bread? 
Elder Brother (of riper experience). Oh, it oav Skill Bid Cubjubt Jam, aid i 



8U9PIOION, 

Why, what a Silly thibo it is !— Whi doi't it taxh 



M Q» IN THE CORNER. 

Onb oould almost hope, at a time like this, when the foreign 
relatione of the country are of the moat delicate nature, that 
something like a dictatorship could he established among us. 
Parliamentary government is probably the best that can be 
devised, but in a crisis it is very undesirable that the Executive 
should be called upon to answer questions that ought not to be 
asked, and give explanations that ought not to be sought, simply 
because Peterborough or Dundee has happened to send Mr. 
Whallkt or Mr. Jenkins to the lower House of Parliament. If 
silenoe is ever golden, it is now. But this is the moment selected 
for talking and making talk by fourteenth-rate statesmen, who 
imagine, or pretend to imagine, that the honour and interests of 
England would be considerably safer under their direction than 
in the hands of Hxb Majesty s advisers. 

A question is asked in the House of Commons in reference to, 
say, the Suez Canal The leader, while giving the information 
he thinks necessary, explains that " it is inexpedient to enter 
more minutely into the question." That is enough. You then 
see a sight. Certain members, who could be named beforehand, 
jump up one after the other and put the question in other forms, 
and insist upon having an answer. These are the men of good 
manners. Of course, when any city or borough sends as its 
representative a man distinguished for his good manners, the 
House of Commons must aooept him with as much grace as it 
can command. 

It is strange that the difficulties of any complicated foreign 
question should be plain to a man of good manners merely be- 
cause he is a man of good manners. You have only to sit in the 
House of Commons one night to discover that this is the case. 

Take the Sue* Canal question. Lord Derby has explained 
that the Government have resolved to protect the Canal from 
obstruction or harm; that they would not interfere with any one's 
rights except where interference is necessary for the protection 



of more general and important rights ; and that they do not wish 
to prescribe the limitations either of the belligerents should place 
on bis rights. 

Should not this assurance be satisfactory? To Mr. Jekkims 
and the other men of good taste, of whom he may be regarded 
as a type, it was nothing of the sort. They are for asking the 
consent of all the Powers of Europe. This would be a new 
way for Englishmen to protect their interests abroad. It is the 
way, however, which the opponents of the Ministry — at least 
such of them as may be described as men of good taste— would 
have us follow. 

Why should not Mr. Jenkins be dictator till the end of the 
present war? Or, failing him, there is Mr. Biggab, or Mr. 
Pabnell, or any one of the dozen members or more who have 
earned a reputation for statesmanship such as he possesses? 
There might, perhaps, be some difficulty in arranging this matter, 
but surely there ought to be no difficulty in prevailing upon the 
gentlemen named, in view of foreign complications, to leave the 
direction of foreign affairs to those at present entrusted with it 
When their turn comes, I am sure those now in power would 
show the same consideration for Dictator Jenkins or Dictator 
Biooab as they now claim for themselves. Q. 

A LaJDOT. 
I've ever found, from hoar to hoar, 

At buffets where I've loanged, alack ! 
Of barmaids fair, the fairest flower 

Was always first to get the sack. 
I never taaght a dear har belle 

The " mixture " I loved best to know, 
Bat, when she came to brew it well, 

The pretty flirt was sore to go ! 

THE more than Terrible Narrative respectiog those Babies tbat 
wax* much W0R8S than Hcuar's, is unavoidably postponed until Next 
Week. When, however, you hear why- — But stay! we anticipate. ^^^ 



Digitized by 



Google 



Jura 13, 1877.] JUDY, OB THE LONDON SEEIO-COMIC JOUENAL. 



91 



THINGS ON THE TABLE. 
Turn month, for Goodness* sake, lei me get my magasines done with in 
good and proper time. Now, then, to begin:— 

The Gentleman's Magazine for June Las, as usual, an uninviting 
exterior and plenty of good things inside. The interest of Mr. JcstiS 
M'Oartht'b olerer novel, "Miss Misanthrope, " is well sustained; Mr 
Sila gossips agreeably about "The Grand Turk at Home ;" and Mr' 
Pbootor gives ns some * ' Marvels in Telegraphy ; n but I like best * ' Some 
Facts and Fictions in Zoology," by Dr. Ajtorew Wilsoh, which will 
please jou also, Madam, if yon read them. 

"I cannot conceive," said Mr. GhuBnoo in the debate on the Eastern 
Qoestiom, "a more shameful misdeed than the slaughter of the Dyaks by 
Hir aUjistt's forces under Sir Jams Brood," and Macmillan says, 
"It would be difficult to cite 
a more striking example of the 
vitality of persistently repeated 
falsehoods than' the utterance 
of such words by such a man 
at such a time.'' These words 
that I have quoted occur in 
an article on "Rajah Brooks, 
the Last of the Vikings," 
whieh is well worth reading, 
although the writer, Mr. 8s- 
rashah Bvahs, is certainly 
unnecessarily forbearing in 
his opening remarks. 

In Temple Bar, read how 
Volsaibb fell in love in the 
Netherlands with Mile. Pnt- 
PBTTX. (By the way, Messrs. 
Clowm ft "Sons actually ab-' 
breviate madame and made- 
moiselle correctly.) Also read 
"Cherry Bipe," which is well 
worth reading. Mrs. En- 
wabdis! new novel, I see, is 
to be called "A Blue Stock- 
ing." The portion referred to 
is, I presume, that which is 
over, not "under the clock/' 

The title of an article in 
the CornJUU first attracts my 
attention — " Genius and 
Vanity." Why this combi- 
nation ? /am not a bit vain. 
" Is the Moon Dead ?" is the 
catching title of a Clever and 
entertaining paper in the 
same magazine. I somehow 
always have my doubts about 
telescopic topics, but I cannot 
help reading these Cornhill 
astronomical articles, of which 
I hear great praise from all 
quarters. 

"A Story of a Garden 
Party " is a good title for a 
story in London Society, and 
is tolerably well told. The 
writer of "Piccadilly Papers," 
in a short criticism on the 

Waghrb Festival, says jnst 

the right thing, which is a 

great relief after the vulgar and stupid abuse that has been heaped upon 

the great composer. 

" The First Fan," by Oliver Wkfdill Holmes, in the Transatlantic 
Monthly, is a little too long, but not a bad specimen of the amusing style 
of the author. "The Contributors Club," this month, is more than' 
usually good. 

If Frafcois Villov could only come to life again and read the numer- 
ous articles on his life and genius recently published, I take it he woold 
chuckle, and yet feel sad. As he himself said of lee petUes vieilles, 

" ces paurre* femmelettea. 
Qui vieilles soot et n'ont do quoy/— 

regretted their past beauty, and asked Heaven why they were born so 
soon. Was Villon born too soon, I wonder ? The article in Belgravia 
is well done. 

In Tinsleys, Mr. W. H. Coubks's criticism of the Academy pictures is 
honest and outspoken. I don't quite know, though, what the artists 
would say if there were many critics going about who said what they 
thought and did not care. I, myself, think all the pictures this year all 
that their painters would like me to think about them — and more. 

All the Year Round still holds its own, and has, this month, many 



articles which would well bear comparison with those in its earliest 
numbers. 

There is a paper on Euoijtr Sqribr in the Argosy, which, though not 
very complete, is good reading as far as it goes. 

There are a lot of good things in this month's OasselTs. Dr. WiLSoa's 
"Forest of Animals under the Sea," "An Artist's Conversazione," and 
Mr. John Crowdtr " How to Listen to Haydr's Creation," are among 
the best. 

" Our little Folks' Own Pages " ought to be very popular in Little Folks. 
Someday I shall try and persuade Young Sloprr, aged five and a half, to 
try his hand at an essay. 

It seems to me, thoogh by no means professedly a magazine for boys, 
the magazine boys must like best is Once a Week, which contains some of 
the most wonderful stories of adventure I have ever come across. 

_____ The volume of Good Things 

just concluded has been well 
filled with instructive and en- 
tertaining articles; 



8IQNS OF THE TIMES. 

What Mrs. Robihsoh says is, that i things have got to a pretty pitch when 
Servants require to be awakened by their Mistresses, a»d Mr, Robihsoh is heard 
murmuring (between the blankets) that it is a confounded shame / 



QUESTIONS FOB LAW 
STUDENTS. 

I Lincoln's Inn a licensed 
house, and when its members 
are called to the bar what 
drinks do they order ? 

Is the Master of the Bolls 
a crusty customer ? 

Does the Chanee-ry Division 
of the High Court of Justice 
acquire its tile from the un- 
certainty of its decisions ? 

Is a maiden-brief a short 
young lady ? 

In the case of a maiden as 
sight, what does she sigh for, 
and does she ever get it ? 

Would the song, "I'm 
Afloat," be considered equiva- 
lent to a notice of motion I 

When a Counsel "takes 
silk," does he execute a deed 
of conveyance? 

When time is the essence 
of the contract, how much is 
it a bottle? 

When a lawyer pockets his 
6s. &a\, is that a fee simple 
in possession? 

Did anybody ever get a 
rise out of John Dough ? 

When a cook garnishes a 
dish, is the one a garnisher 
and the other a garnishee ? 

Is a Justice of the Com- 
mon Pleas ever uncommonly 
pleased! 

Is the wife of a Master in 
Lunacy a Mrs. in ditto ? 

If a member of the Poor 
Law Board were to turn 
lamplighter, would he be a 
guardian ad lightemt 
Is low fee-ver fatal to law- 
yers? 
Woold it be correct to describe the Siamese Twins as a joinder of issue ? 
Does law-calf make the weal of the profession ? 
What is the position of Ally Slopsr under the new Jcnr-cature Act ? 



THE BBAL A5D THE IDEAL. 
Obedirhci in boys is a virtue, they say ; 

Of affection in girls there's no failing ; 
But come to our house on a dreary wet day, 

And list to their jarring and railing. 
Ten to one that the girls put the boys in a passion, 
And the boys slang the girls in most eloquent fashion ; 
But out of the house there is sighing and mooning, 
And the girls and the boys all take pleasure in spooning ! 



NOTICE.— On Thursday next wiU be published, "ALL THE 
WAY, ONE SHILLING" Judy's Book for anywhere and 
all times, containing some hundreds of Comic Pictures by 
A. Cbasemorb, with appropriate Letterpress by Charles 
H. Ross. Post free, Is. 2{d. 

"JUDY" OFFICE, 7S, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.O. 
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4. This is the poor, but 5. This Is the Bonnet 1. Of course we know Slopes could not have 6. This is the Tormentor Purveyor, getting the benefit 
good girl, who saved money alter much tormenting, been at the back of this business, because ho is at of the unsold remains of his stock-in-trade. All the 
to buy a new Bonnet. present at the Seat of War. other Purveyors ought to be served the same, says Judy. 



PERVERSENBSS AT DARTMOOE. 
One of those amiable enthusiasts who are agreed in shutting 
their ejes very tightly indeed to all that they do not want to see, 
has given an account of a "Visit to the Claimant," as he is still 
affectionately called, whioh is amusing from its very perverseness. 
Says Mr. Guildford Onslow, " We" (Lord Rivers and himself) 
" were agreeably surprised to find him looking so well, and much 
stouter, a convincing proof, if proof were required, that his con- 
science does not trouble him (!) " This is not bad. His only 
complaint was that he had been ill-used in prison, but the nature 
of his grievance Mr. Onslow " could not ascertain." Anybody 
else would have seen at once that it was his unhappy extra 
stoutness which was the cause of his trouble. " He told us he 
had petitioned the Home Minister, begging for an investigation 
into the circumstances," and to demand a reduction of the prison 
diet, of course. "He also told us/' continues Mr. Onslow, 
" that he had increased iu weight three stone since my last visit, 
and that he now weighed fifteen stone. He seemed much more 
resigned and tranquil, but regretted that no further attempt had 
been made to apply for summonses against oertain of the Crown 
witnesses for having committed perjury at his trial, and he con- 
demned those who had thwarted the previous application. His 
replies to my questions about Alfred Smith were most satisfac- 



tory, and prove beyond a doubt that Arthur Obton is discovered, 
whether he is recognised or not (!). The twenty minutes soon 
passed away, and Lord Rivers and myself {sic) agreed we had not 
travelled 500 miles to see an impostor." A certain French 
monarch used to have a physician constantly stationed by his 
side while he was at dinner, to wheel His Majesty awsy from the 
table when he had had as much as was good for him. Some 
such course will have to be adopted with the protege of Mr. 
Onslow and Lord Rivebs, at Dartmoor, who persists in getting 
fatter when, logically, he ought to be getting thinner, and in 
having a grievance which " could not be ascertained." 



THE TRUTH. 

They say that love is blind,— 
'Tis well it should be so ; 

For who could live contentedly 
With some sice girls we know ? 



TMPORTANT TO POLITICIANS.— In the course of a few days Allt 
J- Blopbr will Settle the Eastern Question (in a Sixpenny Pamphlet) entirely 
to his own satisfaction. Bend Early Orders. A Liberal Allowance made to all 
parties who send early enough.— N.B. This should be attended to. A. Sloper 
benefits only by the sale of the first half dozen millions. Afterwards, the sale 
is a matter of indifferenoe to A. Slopkb. 



CADBURY 



S 



Many cannot take ordinary 
Cocoas because they are mixed 
with starch. Cadbohy*s Es- 
sence is Genuine; it is, there- 
fore, three times the strength 
of these Cocoas, and a refresh- 
ing beverage like Tea or Coffee. 



PURE ! 

SOLUBLE ! ! 
REFRESHING!!! 



COCOA ESSENCE 



Painless Dentistry.— Artificial Teeth. 



w 



MR. C. H. JONES, 

SURGEON DENTIST, 
57, Great Russell Street. London 

Immediately opposite the British Mu»«ua>V 

Hu obtained Her Majesty's Royal Letters Patent 

lor hie perfectly painless system of adapting Prise 

Medal (London and PasU) 

ARTIFICIAL 1 EETH BY ATMOSPHERIC 
PRESSURE. 
Pamphlet gratis and Post Free. 
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WHAT THE SCHOOL BOARD 
Here it the Good Mother writing to ask the Matter to excuti her 
Billt, who the thinH hat lately over-taxed his Brain by hit Siuiiet. 
N.B.— She wants him at home to "fetch " Brrandt. 



HAS TO POT UP WITH. 

Billt with the over-taxed Brain fetching the Brrandt aforesaid. 




THE CORNER. 

ARDLY does it need a wizard to tell 
us that the Irish Sunday Closing Bill 
gives tome difficulty, not only to the 
Government, bat to the House of 
Commons itself. For about the first 
time since 3t Patrick, Irishmen of 
every creed, political and religions, 
are pretty nearly agreed on a point 
The y desire pubuo-hoases to be closed 
all day on Sunday. Of 103 members, 
only a dozen were opposed to the Bill, 
and they are now believed to have 
abandoned their opposition. The ar- 
gument in use is this :— Here is the 
voice of united Ireland praying that 
the British Parliament would keep 
the whisky from her lips at least one 
day a week. Irrespective of the reason- 
ableness of the prayer, the Irish members insist that what 
they ask should be granted because they are agreed. Because 
Irishmen, representing various interests, and sitting in different 
parts of the House, have for once laid down their shillalahs 
and differ to sgree, the Impetial Parliament must have no 
voice in the matter, but comply with the demand so soon as it is 
made. This would be a most inconvenient practice. No wonder 
the Government are wary of giving way. To adopt a measure 
because it is favoured by a majority of Itish representatives, 
would virtually be to play the game of Mr. Butt and his Home- 
Rule friends. " If/' they would say, " you agree that, when we 
agree, we shall have our way, what is the good of giving us the 
trouble of crossing the Channel? Why not let us sit in College 
Grttn, and avoid the perils and pains of the passage between 
Kingstown and Holyhead ? If yc u pass the Bill because it re- 



ceives our almost unanimous support, we shall some night be able 
to bring in a Home-Rule Bill, which will also receive our almost 
unanimous support, and then, to be logical, you will have to 
adopt the measure." 

To pass the Irish Sunday Closing BUI for the reason that the 
majority of the people of Ireland are in its favour, would be to 
adopt the principle of the Permissive Bill If yon restrict the 
operations of the Licensing Bill in a large district called Ireland, 
because the majority of the people ask it, why should you not 
apply the same principle to a smaller district osiled Rutland, if 
the majority of the people there should ask ? If, moreover, you 
restrict the operations of the Bill for one day, why not for two 
or for the whole seven? 

Sir Wilfrid Lawson, who, wise people prophesy, will not live 
to see his measure of repression favourably received by the 
country, is not unlikely, after all, to see the principle accepted by 
the House of Commons next session, if not this. 

No wonder Sir Wilfsid Lawson described himself as " prac- 
tical for once," on the discussion of the Irish BilL He was ready 
to give up his Permissive Bill for a discussion of the Sunday 
Closing Bill, if only the Chancellor of the Exchequer would 
promise to use his influence to get it carried to the Lords in time 
for its passing this year. 

The Prison Bill has been read a third time. Mr. Wadot 
deserves the thanks of every rational man, not a criminal, in 
protesting against the distinction which was drawn between 
political offenders and ordinary prisoners by the various advo- 
cates of the former. If any distinction were to be drawn, he 
rightly contended that it might not be in favour of the dangerous 
political rascals. Mr. Gosoubn, too, had the courage to express 
his opinion that it would be unwise to apply " kid-glove " treat- 
ment to the " great and serious " crime of treason-felony. 

Mr. Cross may be proud of the Bill, as it was read a third 
tis*. . Q. 
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THE TWOPENNY TWINS. 

AM M»jor Penny, the 

head of oar family. We 

are four in number, and 

the others are girls. They 

are my seniors. I am 

forty- two. 

Originally we were five 
in number. The fifth (who 
is now no more) gave ns a 
great deal of trouble. I 
live in the country, at what 
some people might call an 
out-of-the-way place. The girls live with me, and I manage all 
business matters connected with our establishment and order the 
dinners. 

The three surviving girls, my ecniois, are named respectively 
Bathbeba, Cassandba, and Ubsula, which to some extent 
balances the Penny. As I am universally addressed in the home 
circle, as elsewhere, as the Major, my own Christian name is 
immaterial for the purposes of this narrative. 

The fifth (who is now no more) was a Jemima. It was settled 
from the first that it would have been unreasonable to expect 
much of a Jemima — and we didn't. If No. 5 has systematically 
persisted in being a surprise to the rest of her family, it is not 
her family's fault. The last surprises No. 5 (now no more) has 
given us are the Twins. 

Up to the last moment allowable before going to press we have 
not got over them ; indeed, I msy almost go as far as to say that 
the Twins go on astonishing us more and more, and appear likely 
to do so. 

Relative to previous surprises, and before dealing with the 
Twin episode, it may not be out of place here to say a few words. 
No. 6 * as the only married member of our family. I am myself 
a bachelor. During their youth the girls, like other girls, were 
come after from time to time ; but on all occasions I disapproved 
of the persons who did the coming-aftering, and broke my 
sentiments on the subject to the girls. " Batbseba, Cassandba, 
or UfisriA " (as the case might be), I would observe, " the man 
is a fool, an idiot, and an ass, and you must be a confounded 
donkey to care about him. M 

There is nothing, in a case of this kind, like putting the thing 
properly. Almost invariably the truth thus put came right home 
to the girl's mind, and she saw I was right. The truth, in like 
manner, brouaht heme to the young man was, as a rule, equally 
efficacious. In the case of hesitation on either side, I boxed the 
girl's ears, and broke the young man's head, respectively. I 
nave never known this to fail Try it in your own family circle. 
And it would not have failed in the case of No. 5 if it had been 
tried. For the case of No. 5, however, I was, to a great extent, 
unprepared. I did not— nor indeed did the other girls, but that 
matters little— deem it at all probable that there would be any 
coming-after with regard to No. 5, called Jemima (now no more), 
and when we heard that she had not only been come after with- 



out our noticing it, but had been carried right off without our 
observing it till some time after, we were, for the first time, 
seriously surprised. 

When, presently, we got a letter mentioning the fact in a 
oasual kind of way, amongst other particulars relating to the 
weather and scenery in the part of the world she and the young 
man were taking their honeymoon, it staggered us for a while, 
and then I called for my pistols. The girls, flinging themselves 
upon me and clinging to me wildly, coupled with the fact that I 
had no pistols at the time, happily tended to avoid the shedding 
of blood, and the carrier off of No. 5 still lived— indeed, he does 
so now. 

The next severe surprise was the revelation of the man's name, 
which we took at first to be a deliberate insult, until Bathbeba 
turned Twopenny up in the "Post-Office Directory." The tact 
established that there were absolutely Twopennts existing, in 
•addition to the Pennys we were already aware of, we could not 
help feeling the fact itself was a kind of slur on us, and that 
Jemima, had she- changed her name at all, ought not to have 
changed it to the disparagement of her own family. 

We naturally felt that if any change had been necessary, she 
might have got out of copper coinage and been a Mrs. Silver, a 
Mrs. Shilling, or even a Mrs. Pound ; but, as has been already 
observed, we never expected anything at all satisfactory about 
Jemima. 

Within a year the last thing but one anybody expected took 
place. Jemima quarrelled with her husband, left him, and sought 
shelter with the girls and me. Before we had recovered from 
the shock which this event occasioned, came the last and most 
surprising of the surprises— the Twins. 

At the present moment the girls and I have the sole care of 
the Twins, for their mother is no more. At the moment of going 
to press the Twins are squeaking with all the strength of which 
they are capable. I am engaged in looking up the word " Infant, 9 ' 
after failing to find " Baby," in the "Encyclopaedia Britannica," 
for the purpose of ascertaining the best modes of treatment, 
whilst the girls are discussing the relative merits of beef-tea and 
calves'-foot jelly. 

I myself have doubts whether the Twins are old enough— they 
were born only this morning — for such treatment. The nurse 
has left us in a hurl, owing to my giving her a bit of my mind ; 
and if the subject is not fully treated in the " Encyclopaedia 
Britannica," I shall feel uneasy. 



Fine by Degrees — Freemasons. 

Stout and Bitter— An alderman in a bad temper. 

Best Russian Stocks— Rifle stocks. 

Slopebian Quotation on certain Evening Newspaper Posters — 
Hang out your bangers on the outward walls. 

Latest from the Fowl-house— Left sitting. 

A Model Ready Reckoner — Slopeb reduced to his last three- 
penny bit. 

How to go into Society— Go out 

A Chilling Remark—" 'Ot, ain't it ? " 



CUTTINGS FROM THE 



E R A." 



1. Wanted, to support the great Tragedian, 2. Algo, Heavy GeDt ; 3, First Old Man ; 4. Juvenile Gent, well up in the 5. A single-handed 
Percy Johxs, a Singing Chambermaid ; Light Business ; Singer. 
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[THE BOMANCE OF A RACE-GLASS. 
An Aioot Story. 

Yes, indeed, and without vanity, I flatter [myself yon won't meet with 
my equal every day ! By the very fairest of fair judges have I been 
pronounced to be, not only " Quite too awfully sweetly pretty ) " but " A 
perfect love of a glass ! " For, not only am I of double extra strong 
magnifying power, good "focus," and wonderful "range," but so 
exquisitely •* got up " am I, so handsomely " mounted " in ivory and 
gold as to make me, really and truly, what my erst Bond-Street Pro- 
prietor called me, on the ever-memorable occasion when I was — Sold, 
" A regular Al gem in Ladies' Race-Glasses, and the very thing that 
you, sir, require." 

Whereupon, then, the would-be customer, a magnificent Toung Gentle- 
man of the genus Dandy, 

taking me up in his immacu- 
late lemon-coloured gloved 
hands for a closer inspection, 
carelessly pronounced me to 
be "All right," and then, 
equ%Uy carelessly, dropping 
me into the breast-pocket of 
his light overcoat, lounged 
out of the shop to his cab 
which stood waiting for him 
at the door. 

It must have been some 
couple of houn after the 
above little transaction when 
I felt a hand extricate me 
from my prison, and heard 
my Master address a few 
wor«ts in a low voice to Some- 
body he handed me to. 
Opening my eyes then, I was 
at once bewildered, dazzled, 
and delighted at the scene 
around me, and the position 
I found myself in. For I 
was in the Grand Stand at 
Ascot, and, upheld in a sym- 
metrical pair of pearl-grey 
hands — " sixes," I could 
take my affidavit to — was 
being looked through and 
through by two as beautiful 
eyes as any one could wish to 
be " seen through " with. 

"Positively a perfect 
love./" said the Owner of 
the pearl-greys and Eyes. 
''And how kind of you to 
think of me/" She continued, 
turning a sweet face all aglow 
with its rare smile towards 
my late Master, whom I now 
saw leaning over the back of 
her chair. "Ah," he said 
tenderly, and with that irre- 
sistible manner so many be- 
fore had had occasion to rue 
—how bitterly!— "ah, if it 
may be the means of causing 
yon to think of me— just a 
Utile, now and then — how 
amply shall I be rewarded 
for so trifling a gift ! " 

" I do not need that," She replied/softly ; " surely, surely, you know 
that much?" 

He bent his handsome face till his moustache brushed the pink shell- 
like little ear. " Say to me," he whispered — "say to me once more those 

words of last night after that valse in the verandah. Then I shall 

be sure...... Do you remember?" 

During this little conversation, so interesting to the two, but not, 
perhaps, quite so thrilling to a third party, I called to mind what I had 
heard of my late Master, and it was not much to his credit For in the 
Race of Life run so gaily day after day by all the good-looking, "fast," 
and prodigal Toung Gentlemen of Her Majesty's Horse Guards Green, 
Captain the Honourable Richard Darxall always "stood to win" in a 
canter. "Dick," protested the Hon. Riohard*s fair apologists, "is not 
redly selfish and heartless— not really such a black sheep as people 
say; he's only thoughtless, dear fellow !" But what will not fair women 
pardon in a Young Gentleman so fascinating in manner, so distinguished 
in appearance, and with a pair of deep blue eyes, as this Hon. Richard ? 

How, towards the close of that happy afternoon, I overheard a conversa- 



kTHE LONG AND SHORT OF IT. 

Score — South Belgravia. 

Mr. Smith, after words with the Cabman, gives his name and address, 
"Smith, Thames Bank." 

Cabman. That won't no, you know. It sxkms to mk I've beard of 
a Smith afore to-dat; and as to Thames Bark, it beaches from hers 
to the norb 1 



tion between these two, to which, all-important and significant as it was, 
at the time, I thought little about. It appeared that my new Mistress 
was coming again on the Cop Day, and, naturally enough, expected my 
late Master to come also. But at this proposition he seemed embarrassed, 
ending by declaring his great tegret and sorrow, for, on that afternoon, he 
was " engaged on pressing business with his lawyer," but he " hoped to 
see her later — in the evening." The matter ended, therefore, that, in 
that case, she would neither go herself. 

When the morning of the Cop Day arrived, however, my Mistress was 
persuaded by her friends into going. I could not, nevertheless, avoid 
noticing how listless and dull she seemed at his abet nee. The sun shone 
brightly ; the birds sang sweetly in the leafy lanes as we drove through 
them ; on every face was a smile of glad excitement— on every face but 
hers. Yes, She, I saw but too plainly, was sad snd uneasy at his absence. 

I was reposing in lazy com- 
fort on the lap of my Mis- 
tress, in the Grand Stand, 
when I saw her listless ex- 
pression change suddenly to 
one of intense attention. 
An old gentleman behind us 
was talking to his friend. 

"Aha!" he said, with a 
fat, disagreeable chuckle, 
"too bad, really, for I'm told 
Dick Dareall's engsged, and 
to be married shortly. See, 
there he is on the box-seat of 
that drag, doing the extreme 
blush- to little Blakcbouge, 
of the Frivolity ! He must 
be jolly sweet there, for he 
didn't take the slightest no- 
tice of the race, and I know 
he's backed Ratcatcher for a 
whole pot." 

I felt the slender fingers 
close on me convulsively. 
But the next moment a bright 
light came into her eyes, and 
I heard her muimur to her- 
self, ever so softly, " Oh, it 
is— it must be a mistake! 

Some one else of 

course how could I doubt 

him? Yes, yes; but 

but I must look I" 

She then began adjusting 
me for the proper focus, 
whilst I was in a very 
agony. For I—/, who knew 
my late Master's character 
so well— I knew there was no 

mistake 

In that moment of agony 
a wonderful miracle occurred. 
As I lay trembling in her 
hands, the faculty of speech 

came to me I spoke. 

" Dear, dear Mistress," I 
cried, "do not, I implore 
you, do not look through me ! 
Believe, oh, believe me, 
'twill be for your good ! " 
But, in her strong excite- 

ment, she heard or heeded 

me not. 

She adjusted me carefully Then she raised me to her eyes— firmly. 

The next moment I fell with a crash upon the floor— biuised, maimed 

for life. And, lying there in the dust, I was conscious of a slight stir and 
murmur in the aristocratic crowd. Well-bred voices spoke with languid 
sympathy ; Lady Clara Yere db Verb made " kind inquiries." 

And She— my brave Mistress— was true to the Spartan religion of her 

Order. < < It was nothing— nothing, thanks. The extreme heat a 

little overcome a glass of water Thanks, so much— quite right now." 

But that all happened many, many Ascot Cup Days ago. My dear 
Mistress— for She will not part with me, and I well, well know the 
reason — has long since made " a brilliant match,"— at all events the 
World says so, and the World, you know, ia always right,— and She is, so 
says this same World, " as happy as the Day is long." 

THEATRE ROYAL, SEAT OF WAR.— Bbormous Attraction ! On 
-i the 5th proximo tho Eminent Litterateur A» LY SLOPER vrfll make hia 
First Appearance at the ab-.ve, and carry all before him (and the remainder in 
his coat-tail pockets). " This will be a great occasion."— A. Sloper. Books of 
the Words, profusely illustrated, Sixpence only ! * .B.— Book early I • 
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LOVE'S YOUNG DREAM! 

THE SLOPER OF THE PAST AND THE SLOPER OF THE FLTURE. 



1. Thb Slopkb of the Future.— Impossible ! Yet, that Stock— those Feet *• When tbkt really did Wear Boskets.— " Ob, Bloke! if any one i 

tkatUmbreUal Tie he I* Tie he I— end still at hie tricks, to see my face I How I am blushing - 




8. During the Aob op Reason.— " Citizen the Marvellous, they say you hav 
killed as many Women as the Guillotine Itself.' 



i. Amono the Patches.—" In truth, you do look a mighty pretty gentle- 
man; but I feel but half safe In your company. 1 ' 



5. When they Wore Russet Boots.—' 1 Fie, Mr Cavalier ! tbou hadst best 
ask permission first of Master Praise the-Lord Barebones, my lawful spouse." 



6. Amono the Rrpps.-«"8 death and gramercy ! my gahant 8tr;if you 
do lore me, don't orease my collar " 
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THE PASSING OBSERVER. 

• • 

No Chance fob Him.— It is asserted that a member of Mr. 
Gladstone's Government baa his eye upon bioyoles for a lift to 
the Revenue, should he ever get the chance of doing Government 
work again. The rapidly extending popularity of bioyoles would, 
doubtless, make the taxation of such machines a considerable 
source of revenue, but the chances are very much against the 
author of the scheme, though a bicyclist himself, ever again 
having such power two-wheeled. 

• • 

Worth Reflecting upon.— How oftendo we hear it stated, on 
the authority of Sir Walter Scott, that in these days " old times 
are changed, old manners gone." But what little thankfulness 
accompanies the statement, considering what hard times those 
were, and what bad manners they had who lived in them ! 

Just a Trifle. — Considerable excitement has been caused by 
a rumour that one of the atten- 
dants in the British Museum 
was recently frightened into 
convulsions because he thought 
an Egyptian mummy, 4 000 
years old, spoke to him. The 
statement wants confirmation, 
and is likely to want it ; for to 
believe that a person could have 
anything to say who had been 
interred so "lengthy" (to use 
an AaTSMUS-ism) is a little 
tomb-much. 

• • 

Very Prorarly.— Our latest 
distinguished visitor, General 
Grant, has caused a great deal 
of remark by the persistent 
manner in which he holds his 
tongues-all he does is to smoke 
in silence and listen. The 
Army and Navy Club have 
made him an honorary member 
of their club, but even the 
Army and Navy Club will not 
get a speech out of him. General 
Grant's sole accomplishment 
is said to be his skill in poker, 
a game which only Yankees 
play well In this he became 
an adept doubtless from being, 
during his early life, so constantly under fire. 

The Way they Went.— No trace has been found of the shares 
and bonds stolen from the Calais mail train. One •important 
thing has transpired, however: it is certain that the thieves 
escaped from the scene of the robbery by means of the black 
mail. « 

Solving the Mystery. — Mr. Proctor, a great authority on 
geology, says the earth is growing larger day by day. Conse- 
quently it is not able to move round so quickly ; in which case the 
months and weeks would lag a little. Perhaps this will explain 
why everything is behindhand this year, whether it be vegetation 
or cash payments. • 

Not Likely to Come Off. — It is rumoured in scientific circles 
that " Dr." Sladb has offered to give Professor Lankabter and 
Dr. Donxin a series of seances, if those gentlemen will take a 
leaf out of his book, and meet him on the Continent. The Pro- 
fessor is understood to be quite satisfied with the leaf he took out 
of the "Doctor's "table, 

Crime according to Circumstances.— It is no new thing to 
say that Irish ideas of crime are peculiar. The gentry and 
people of Csstlerea, county Mayo, have subscribed a reward fund 
of above £1.000 for information that may lead to the appre- 
hension of tbe murderer of Mr. Young, and at a public meeting, 
at which a Roman Catholic priest, among others, spjke, the 
murder was denounced as an utterly Abominable, as well as an 



" unnecessary," crime. Wbat kind of murder, may one ask, is 
considered by the priesthood U be " necessary " in that part of 
the country ? . 

Keeping Them in their Places. — Ladies' husbands and 
ladies' dresses are both arranged on the same principle now-a- 
days. The only method on which they can be said to suit their 
fair owners, is when they are quite kept back. 

• • 

Roubles and Troubles.— The Russians are trying to raise 
funds, by means of another loan, to feed their enormous armies. 
But they have already received a check on the bank of the 
Danube. Why do not they negotiate that ? 

The Proper Time to Marrt. — In a comparison between the 
condition of the floating population of canal-boats and the 
workers in factories, a contemporary says : — " It would be inter- 
esting to know the time when female operatives usually marry." 

_______ The information is easily sup- 

I plied. FacUry operatives, like 
j most othergirls, marry just when 
: they can meet with husbands. 



LATE AQUATIC EXPERIMENT. 

One Rogers, in the month of May— 

So said the morning papers — 
Would on the silvery Thames essay 

Some very carious capers ; ' 
All in a tab, by four geese towed, 
Down-stream he'd take his vent'rous 

road. 
'Twassad, but somehow things afloat 

Wept wrong for Faux Rogers ; 
He could not trim his crazy boat, 

•Remarked some funny codgers : 
The geese could not draw him, 'twas 

true, 
But Felix did " draw " geese a 
few! 



IT 13 AS WELL TO KNOW. 
Pleasant CJtild (to Young Man making his first call). Sbb here i 

IF YOU'RE OOMOia OFTEN, AED 00190 TO MAKE Up TO ONE OF MY 

Sisters, you'j> better be sharp and Fop the Qubstioe, 'cacbb 
I've hotmed, with all the other Fellows, when it gobs on 
so long it never gomes to nothing ! 



THE ONLY JONES. 

Hon'r'd Ma'am, — I myself hsse not 
been to the theatre during the last 
week or ten days, but a friend of 
mine, who is rather more of a sala- 
mander, brings me reports which, I 
think, you may accept as reliable. 
English playgoers, seemingly, per- 
_ __ _ _ i ^ ._ pgfjmj-g to nave their minds 

improved and to enjoy intellectual treats. Mile. Theresa has done 
much better than M. Febyre at the Gaiety. Years ago, when Finbtte 
honoured us with a visit, there was some talk of Theresa coming over 
and singing at the Alhambra. She would draw well at the Alhambra. 

Mr. Jefferson has for a time let Rip Van Winkle sleep undisturbed, 
and acts farces at the Haymarket. He is, I am told, very good indeed ; 
but, then, a farce is only a farce after all, and it is just possible that Mr. 
Jeffsb80N would have been more appreciated in one farce than two. 

The most famous of all the Strand burlesques —TAc Maid and Magpie 
—has been revived. Mr. W. H. Vernon's acting in, Mammon is excellent, 
and has surprised even his greatest admirers. 

After Dark, at the Globe, you must go and see ; though why the deuce 
it should be revived also at the Princess's I can't say. 

It was very unfair, I thought, to say, when the Lyons Mail was pro- 
duced at the Lyceum, that the minor characters were ill-played. As it 
runs now, with one solitary exception, they are all excellently well played. 
. . The 0. J. 

CROSS PUBP08E8. 

(Russia loquitur.) 
To cross o'er the Danube I'll try, 

And efforts make simply convulsive ; 
Alas ! much I fear me that I 

Shall find the Turks strongly repulsive. 

- - ; : r~ > — ~ ____za — — 

Post free Is. 2_d— " The Best Book for the Seaside Ever Published." 
" ALL TBE WA Y, ONE SHILLING," containing hundreds of 
Comic Pictures by A. Chasemorb, wit/i.a quantity of Prose and 
Verse by Chas. H. Boss. To be had of all Booksellers and News- 
agents, at all Railway Bookstalls throughout the United Kingdom, 
AnJ at «' JUDY" OFFICE, 78, FLBBT STREET, LONDON, B.C. 
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MAD HIM THERE! 

Young Rapscallion (to Good Little Boy who wants to be at School in time). Hello ! Why aih't you gone up thi Lira thb Mornim*, 

IVSTEAD O* OOXIH* ROUND HERE? 

Good Little Boy; I don't know what you mean. What Lane ? 

Young Rapscallion (promptly). Why, tee Brioe-layin*, Greeny 1 You're got thi Mortar-board all ready, ain't yen? 



THE LA.T OF THE TELEPHONE: 
A Performance on One String. 
"A marvellous performance ie to be given at the Queen's Theatre, 
Long Acre. A gentleman will play en the piano in Berlin, and the sounds 
will be heard in'the theatre in London by means of the Telephone." 
Oh, have you seen the Telephone, 
The greatest modern wonder shown; 
Which will transmit from zone to zone 
The softest or the loudest tone 
That e'er was ntter'd, twang'd, or blown? 

Have you seen the Telephone ? 
If you in England are alone, 
But in retch of a Telephone ; 
And in the farthest regions grown 
Familiar (telegraphs make known 
All Jandsf-one there should sing or groan, 

Near unto a Telephone ;— 
Or shout or yell, or cough or moan, 
Or some barbario musio drone 
Like that to whioh the Scotch are prene ; 
Snoh sounds would instantly be thrown 
Along the wires, from Telephone 

To the other Telephone ; — 



O'er hill and mountain, peak and cone ; 
Past craggy heights of rook and stone ; 
By fields wherein Spring's seed is sown* 
Or Autumn's ripen'd sheaves are strown, 
Or cold King Winter has his throne, 
Flashing to the Telephone ;— 

Down deep-sea valleys, dark and lone, 
Where no sun's rays have ever shone ; 
All through this wondrous Telephone * 
Those sounds would, swift as thought, have flown 
From foreign shores on to our own. 
Have you seen the Telephone ? 



AH EXCKLMNT EXAMPLE. 
A public meeting has just been held at Deal, in compliance 
k a requisition numerously signed, to take into consideration 



with 



the best means to provide amusements for visitors during the 
coming season. Though this is the duty of every watering-place 
which lives by making itself desirable and agreeable, it is a duty 
far too generally neglected; and of the great army of holiday- 
makers which is now beginning to move oat of Town, many 
doubtless, bearing in mind suoh friendly solicitude on their be- 
half, will make up their minds to " out for Deal" 



cadbury; 

COCOA ESSENCE 



Many oannot take ordinary 
Cocoas became they are mixed 
with starch. Cadburt'b Es- 
sence is Genuine; it is, there- 
fore, three times the strength 
of these Cocoas, and a refresh- 
ing bererage like tea or Coffee. 



PURE! 

SOLUBLE!! 
REFRESHING!!.! 



LIEBIG'S 
LIQUID 

EXTRACT OF BEEF. 



In form of a win*, goa w s r mg tho attri- 
butes of solid food, andh«Tiaf a uostagias* 
a»>le flavour. This, the acme of nourish* 
mont, will fortify the feeblest, and is a 
tine qua turn to invalids, traraUen by sea 

or land, and others. Botail la Oaaw of a _____ __. _____,_. „_ ._. 

doatm. at 36a. Office Ordor f «_ 30s. ^^ , 

Stores. 12, Cloak Lane, E.C., and all Wins Dealers | 



LIEBIG'S 

TONIC WINE. 

By means of this valuable * -__--♦ tfc* 
Liquid Extract ofBeat e_uffie?anft£ 

J™J*?*Ww«-» •• * drink. Its rB-uvtrnt! 
^Powaw oannot be orw a*timaa«t. 
BotaUinOaaMof adoaan at vs.: assarted 
STSt. .? £?___? "^ lUUwar St*ti-n la 
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BUDDLES, THE SAILOR BORN. 



BuddlsV friends one and all de- 
clared if be (Boddlw) had not been 
fated to be in the Greengrocery line- 



He would ere tbia 
bare been a aeoond Nbl- 
so* at least 



When bat a boy, bow be revelled 
in Skew's Nautical Sbeete ! 



And wben be came *o grief through 
navigating bii mamma'a wash-tub in 
the duck-pond, bia ardour oooled not 1 



'/ 



| To bear bim on harmonic 
evening!, at the "Red Lion," 
warbling ont "Hearts of 
Oak,"— 



Or " Nancy Lee," at the Sloeum- 
Podger Penny Readings, would 
bare amen all doubts from the 
soeptio mind. 



Wben bis friend Sneos induced 
bim to tear himself away for a time 
from his Dullness and go to Mar- 
gate, came be not out strong T 



And all would bare been well, bad be not cone 
for a sail But Srraee need not have called on 
Bubbles, at the next Harmonie Meeting, for the 
song of, " I never was meant for the Sea." 



A SUMMBB IDLE. 



T 



|HE 

summer 

flies 
oontented 
buzz; 

And yon 



You used to manage pretty well — 

You* share of sleeping 

Before they wove their artful net, 
(Scarce such a pretty land they'd get, 

They thought, I'm thkking.) 

Well, naughty ooz, pray why should you 
Do aught you would not care to do ? 

That coy-like shrinking— 



comfort- 
able, ooz; 

Excuse 
my 
peeping 1 

But 
Messrs. 
Sstdbl 
I might 
tell, 



From anything that sounds like work, 
I love to sae ! Could I but shirk, 

P raps I'd delight to. 

There must be those who have to toil, 
And folks with fingers made to spoil— 

And serve 'em right, too ! 



THINGS WB;AEB SURE TO HBAB OF SHORTLY 

Without any help from the Telephone. 

Of our amiable old frieni the'sea-serpent, of oourse. (Has he 
not already been seen from the Royal yacfyt Osborne, and 
" reported upon " to the Admiralty ?) 

Of that dear old bore the Channel Tunnel. (Do not the papers 
begin to publish statements as to what the French think 
about him ?) 

Of our annual friend the enormous gooseberry. The cold spring 
has kept him back, so that he is not quite ripe yet, but with 
this sunshine— *— * 

Of the opinion of Mr. Gladstone on a number of utterly unin- 
teresting subjects. 

Of the appearance of the wild man of the Dead Season— not a 
newspaper editor, but the wild man who usually turns up in 
a forest in France about this time ; he who is asserted onoe 
to have climbed up a tree and pulled the tree up after him. 

Of the good old excursion railway smash, dearly proved by in- 
vestigation to be nobody's fault. 

And, finally, of the fustiness of seaside lodgings, of the dearness 
of marine hotels, of the unpuuetuality of continental trains, 
and of the general superiority of the Briton on his travels to 
everything and evervhodv. 
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GLORVINA! 

Mori Ctommtmicatipnt [ x * Private" and «' Confidential!"] by \er Husband. 

Preface. 
Thb Gentie Reader, I feel strongly, is entitled to a little Ex- 
planatory Introduction. . , 

During the past months I have been the recipient— Glorvina, 
of course, not knowing-of a whole host Of anonymous little 
notes, lengthy epistles, and letters of various degrees of pro- 
lixity or brevity, all of which, however, having the same subject- 
matter as their rations detre. These notes, letters, and epiaUes 
are principally, judging from the caligraphy, and certain other 
well-knowi unmistakable signs and tokens of the ever-charming 
if now and then somewhat inconsequent, Sex, from Ladies, and 
the "point" of one and 
all of them takes the form 
of tender inquiries after — 
Yes, the door is looked, 
and Glorvina is, I have 
reason to believe, "gone 
shopping," — after, then, 
after— Mb. Yes, they one 
and all " want to know," 
do the Dear Creatures, 
" Whatever has become 
of You ? "— You being If o, 
you understand. They 
then proceed further in 
their " wanting to know," 
and say, " Why don't you 
give us some more Com- 
munications about Glor- 
vina and your little Goings- 
on!" (N.B.— This last 
little bit is rather good 
when you come to think 
it over. My u Goings-on," 
forsooth! /should have 
written it Glorvjna's 
" Goings-on." I was not 
aware, really and truly, 
that I did" go on" at all; 
Until I received these 
letters I have always been 
given to. understand that 
the Dear Girl— Glorvina, 
you know — didn't allow 
any "Goings-on." I may, 
of course, be mistaken; 
still I have, I emphati- 
cally repeat, been given to 
understand so /) 

Now these letters place 
me in really a very de- 
licate position. I should 
not like for worlds to re- 
fuse any little favours that 
lie in my power to these 
charming correspondents. 
(There is one especially, 
who, writing in the sweetest Italian hand and bad spelling, 
signs herself " Your devoted Admirer, Alior Etbbl," I feel 
I could not deny ; and another who subscribes herself— in violet 
ink, on scented buff cream-laid as thick as millboard, and with 
a scarlet monogram the size and shape of a small octopus — 
41 Ever and Ever Your Florin da- Katr," is really quite too 
awfully much for me.) And yet is it fair to Glorvina, to — to — ? 

However, I have decided to rbk it ; and so here is 

COMMUNICATION I.— CoHCiRnnro Everybody, t.e. Glorviha ahp I 
— Thr Weather— Glorvina's Idea of a Shasobablh Menu— 
Gwrviha's "New Dug." 
We are still rending, if you please, in our top Plat in Victoria Street, to 
which we came, if you recollect, " After the Honeymoon," twelve months 
ago— and Olorvir a takes very good care to remind me, say, every three- 
quarters of an hour or so, "how much wiser it would have been— and oh, 
how fooUsh yon were, ever to have taken the Flat at all ! " 

New, though I quite agree with the Dear Girl that a "Villaat Twicken- 
ham, with beauteous green lawns sloping to the lovely cool river, and 
strawberries and cream, and all that sort of thing, don't yon know, out of 



one's own garden, 1 * would jest now be very jolly, still, considering I have 
taken this confounded Flat on lease for seven years at a ridiculously high 
rent, and am now cooscious of having made a downright donkey of my- 
self for so doing, it is not in the philosophy of human nature that one 
should care to be reminded of the fact quite so often, by another. 

But, really and truly, it is tremendously hot just now ! It is exactly 
the precise sort of weather when drink is g becomes a Thing of Beauty 
Ever, and eating a Thing of— just another sort of thing, in fact. In such 
weather as this, one's menu should be elevated into the regions of Poetry, 
and conducted on principles of the strictest JBstheticism — Glorviha, 
however, among other things, possesses a soul perfectly insensate to 
.flUtheticism of that sort. 

" Why, you say," persists the Dear Girl, when I feebly expostulate at 
boiled beef and carrots on a Monday, and sigh plaintively over a gory 
slab of butchers meat of adamantine toughness, which she calls "a nice 

steak," on the Tuesday— 
44 you say this weather 4 takes 
so much out of you ; ' well, 
then, of course you require 
something solid to — using your 
ovm vulgar expression, sir — 
4 put in* you; and what, 
pray, could do you more good 
than this nice juicy steak, I 
should like to know?" 

And then, when I incau- 
tiously, from sheer weakness 
of body and weariness of soul, 
reply to this that "I don't 
want to be done good to," 
Glorvina immediately begins 
to sigh heavily, clasps her 
hands, gazes steadfastly at 
the chandelier, and murmurs 
resignedly, but rery distinctly, 
44 Ob, oh, that I should lire 
to hear this I " 

But* in addition to the hot 
weather and Glorvtea's me- 
nus, there is still something 
else which, of itself alone, 
would be amply sufficient to 
render existence a burden to 
me. I allude to Glorviha's 
last thing in Pets— the New 
Doo! 

He— this brute of a Dog, I 
mean — is a species of the 
mastiff-cum-bulldog order; 
he is of enormous sise and 
strength, of singularly trucu- 
lent aspect, and he baa a way 
of sitting bolt upright like 
a statue, and " fixing " one 
sternly with his eye, which, 
to an individual of a constitu- 
tionally nervous temperament 
like, say, myself, is calculated 
to produce a feeling of uneom- 
fortableness, which gradually 
develops itself, after an hour 
or so of the statue-basilisk pro- 
cess, into one of abject terror. 
He has been here only two 
days, but his behaviour has, 
ever since his arrival, been increasing fin ite strange uMCCountableness. 
As I write this the Monster is sprawling on the hearth-rug, separated 
from me by a few yards only, and he is going on in a way perfectly 

appalling both to bear and to behold 

Goodness gradoua! What can be-what ta-the matter with him? 
I ring the bell for our Cook, who baa more experience of animals. 
Cook enters. She gases upon the Monster— at first critically, then 
anxiously. 

"Well t " I inquire, gaspingly,-- 4 ' WeU !" vi: PVfi _ 

"Well, Bir,"»he says, retreating one step backwards, "I bUeve— 

mind, I don't Aaffirm, but I Vlieve-u* fl 

" As what / " I interrupt, more gaspingly. 

"Well, sir," she saya, with an air of calm triumph,— as I always 
said he would— as he's a-goiri Maa\ pare dear!" 



QROS8 .OUTRAGE.. 

Jones. TJllo, Browe ! too look Wild. 

Qrovm. Wild! Wild's fot thb Worp, Sra; some Fool's hap the im- 

PUDBECE TO MISTAKE HATS, AHD LEFT THIS THIXG, WHICH ROT OHLT DOBSB T 
FIT MR A BIT, BUT IT I8R*T BVBN BY A DECENT MAKKR 1 



A Capital Russian Investment— The investment of Kara. 
SmoNYMOUS— Admiral Popofp, the torpedo I 

The Latest Wat.— The Lion's Tail, at the Globe, baa been cut short 
since the first night. The audience now wait to aee the end ! 
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MOEB ABOUT THE TWINS. 

It wis a common remark with a late illustrious commander-in- 
chief that I, Major Pinny, was the beet man he ever knew at 
strategetio movements with heavy artillery ; yet where am I now ? 
When I mention the fact that I am alone in the house with 
the twins, and that the twine are on the fall howl, I may, per- 
haps, he more dearly understood and sympathized with should I 
repeat the question, Where am I now ? 

Upon the field of battle, whilst temporarily in command, I may 
have so disposed the men under me as to render highly valuable 

service. I will not deny it — 
and why should I ? but here, 
in strict confidence, I own, in 
answer to the above interro- 

(gatory, I am rather worse than 
nowhere. 
To some extent it may have 
been my fault that I am placed 
^ in the position ia which 1 find 
myself. I may have been, to 
a certain extent, wrong in send- 
ing Ursula in search of What's- 
her-name's Soothing Syrup, 
when Bathsrba had just gone 
by my directions for Fknmng's 
Powders, I having forgotten to 
add it to Cassandka's list, with 
the extra feeding-bottle, et- 
cetera, which I had packed her 
off to fetch in advance of the 
"Ik Am- other two girls. 

I have said that the twins are howling — but I anticipate. Let 
us rather go back a few minutes, and imagine the twins peacefully 
slumbering side by side. 

Just at this instant it is rather difficult to imagine anything 
approaching it on the part of the twins, but let us try to do so. 

The door, then, bas just closed (with a bang) behind Ubsola, 
and a moment afterwards I become conscious of a twitching in 
the off eyebrow of the near twin. 

I hold my breath and wait I am in the act of walking at the 
time : one leg is on the ground and the other isn't, when I 
become, as it were, frozen into stone, like the flying Mercury of 
ancient soulpture. 

When, at last, I can't stand this way any longer without a fear 
of tumbling over, I bring down the other foot, and my boot 
^ creaks like anything. 

On this the near twin puckers up 
its nose and sniffs. I immediately be- 
come transfixed again, and suffer agonies 
of suspense whilst I watch the puckers 
| straighten out Then I breathe again, 

I and kick the table. 

At the noise the four eyes of the twin 
division open simultaneously, as though 
worked on one wire, and rivet themselves 
on my face, stretohed across the table 
towards them, and wearing an expres- 
sion of suoh concentrated agony, rage, 
and despair, that it is quite too much for 
the twins, and the lines of their youthful 
countenances spread out perpendicu- 
larly, like the gutta-percha heads you 
buy at the corner shop in the Lowther, 
when you pinch them under the chin. 
-AHAin»BaiTL«!" The next moment lam chanting, 

" Hush-a-bye, baby, have you any wool ? father's gone a-hunting 
on a tree-top," in a persuasive tone of voice, whilst I flip the 
fingers of my right hand as an accompaniment, and rub my shin 
with the left. 

These must be fools of twins; as far as music is concerned, 
they don't see it. 

I therefore rock them in their little cot and jolt one twin's 
head up against the other with a rattling sound, like eggs going 
at a trot in a basket to market But even this does not soothe 
them. 

Under these circumstances, I ccme to the conclusion they will, 
perhaps, calm down if carried about [a bit, but it is a harder 



thing to carry a couple of twins, both together, than any one who 
has never carried half a twins at a time has any notion of, and 
the way I hold them gives them an opportunity of pulling and 
hauling at my whiskers in a way I have been unaccustomed to. 

There was a time, during the Crimean war, when a Russian 
officer, whom I subsequently slew, expressed a desire to take me 
by the nose, but probably that was not a case in point. As it 
is, I am now being similarly assaulted, and have also had a dab 
in either eye. Indeed, the question is, What will happen next V 
unless I'll trv the feeding-bottle. 

Hitherto we have only got one feeding-bottle between tho 
twins — naturally sup- 
posing that they 
would have taken 
their food turn and 
turn about— bat they 
won't When one 
twin gets the bottle 
the other howls, and 
there's no way of 
choking off the howler 
but by gagging him ' 
with the india-rubber | 
feeder, on which the 
other fellow pipes up 
like one o'clock. 

It is the case now ; 
but whilst No. 1 twin 
is wolfing up his share 
I shake a rattle with 
all my might in the 

face of No. 2, which Strategy! 

has the effect of stunning him a bit till his turn comes, when 
I rattle up the other cbap till he seems half dazed. 

After these proceedings, both twins being temporarily lulled, I 
get them back into their cet and unbutton my waistcoat, and gasp 
a while. 

They continue quiet If I could open the window and get a 
breath of air, I might go on looking up the ills of infancy in the 
" Encyclopaedia " with some degree of calmness. 

The twins have closed their eyes. I will gently That's 

right And now for the " Encyclopaedia." 

I suppose the girls will be back soon. Really and truly, I am 
not getting on so very badly ; but after all, tact is what is wanted 
in these matters — simply tact What's that? 

A beast of a big, buzzing bluebottlrjty has come in through tits 
open u indow. 

I watch him with interest. As I 
supposed, he goes for the twins. 

He settles on the off twin's nose. The 
off twin lunges out at him, and he beats 
a retreat. 

The twin sinks back into slumber. 
Heaven be thanked ! 

The bluebottle returns and settles on 
the near twin's nose. The near twin 
lunges, and gives his brother one in the 
ear. On this, the off twin lunges out 
and bowls. 

I oblige with "Cease, rude Boreas," ^ 
and " The Red, White, and Bine," and d 
peace is restored. 

Then I look round for the bluebottle. 
He is quiet just now, but I'm not going 
to put up with any of his nonsense. 
Let him look out Ah, ha! "Sixoularly incomplete, 

He returns and hovers playfully round T * w WoBK r 

his victims. Which nose is he on for now ? Let him look out ! 

Whilst I fix my gentleman with my eye, I take out my silk 
handkerchief, and at a critical moment, I flip. 

Merciful powers ! what have I done? Havel marked a twin 
for life ? And which was it ? 

They are both howling at the top of their voices. 

IMPORTANT NOTICE.— A most disgraceful Hoax would appear to have 
been perpetrated on Ally Elopib. Full particulars -will be given in the 
PamphUU In common juatiee to the Eminent litterateur, the public are 
entreated to refrain from forming any decided opinion uittil all the circum- 
stances of the case have been made public. Ready July 6. 



Digitized by 



Google 



110 



JUDY, OE THE LONDON: SEBIO-COMIC JOUENAL. [Jew 27, 1877. 



LOVE'S YOUNG DREAM! 

THE 8LOPER OF THE PAST AND THE ELOPER OF THE FUTURE. 



I 



1. The Earliest 8lopbbian Bfpiqy extant. -Piobably intended to represent *• ls ™ Joav 0F iAroadiah Pebiod.— "Nay, 'tie unfair to proti tby 

a Dance of the Period. auit with that helmet on." 



"' S 



8. Amokost Mediaval MoMTROsiTiEB.- "Get thee gone, impudent male 4. When the Holt War was ooino os.— Did Super's 

i person 1 It likes me not, thy forwardness ! " with the Crusaders T Not quite. 



ancestors go away 



0. When Little Boys cabbieo Lozro Trains.— " Gadsooka, sweet sir, thou 
hasn't a winning tongue and courtly presence 1 H 



0. When Old China and Starched Coat-Tails wbrb in Fashion.— 
"8loper, you are a most dangerous character in your Sabbath-day raiment I * 
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THE PASSING OBSERVER. 
Wanting to Know.— According to the Times, the following pro- 
found scientific question was sent last week to the Secretary of the 
Boyal Society by a querist, dating from a Sussex watering-place :— 
" Why do animals pant after running very fast?" The Secretary 
has been thinking it over, and his conclusion is, that the querist 
(who seems to be very queer indeed) had better consult a solicitor. 

Fbom thk Lyceum.— The Lion's Male— Of course he is ; it 
is the lioness which is of the other sex. 

Giyino a Reason.— " Ought Women to Learn the Alphabet? w 
is the name of an essay by somebody or other. An Irish news- 
paper answers the question by saying, "Certainly: only they 
ought to learn it when they are children." 

Melancholy Prospect.— There has been, for a whole week, a 
remarkable quietness in the 



hibited the importation of Mr. Gladstone's pamphlets on the 
Eastern Question, the Khedive fearing that they would have a 
bad effeot upon his people. Doubtless His Highness knows best, 
but in one respect at least such books seem to be quite adapted 
to the Egyptian character, as they are full of fellah-oies. 

On the Cards.— When a came of whist is played in Calcutta, 
oan it be called an India-rubber ? 



Mb. 



CRIMES AND DISASTERS. 
Bbslet, employed by the Society for the Prevention ot 



proceedings ef Mr. Gladstone. 
During that time there have 
been no meetings, no orations, 
no published postcards, and 
no absurd letters on trivial 
subjects to notoriety-hungry 
noodles. It is feared that the 
Member for Greenwich is writ- 
ing another pamphlet 
• • 
Taxing Precautions. — Ow- 
ing to the high temperature 
which has prevailed this week, 
ice is now used to cool the air 
in the House of Commons, and 
it is announced that by its 
agency the temperature within 
the building has been consider- 
ably reduced. It has been 
found necessary, however, to 
put an extra quantity of cool- 
ing material in the neighbour- 
hood of the opposition benches 
below the gangway, on account 
of the heated condition of the 

Home Rale members. 

— — • 

Mr • • 

The Family Tobpebo.— Re- 
cent experiments with torpedoes have shown what tremendous 
effects may be eaused by an object which, to look at, appears 
small and insignificant But it is a mistake to describe this 
oondition of things as something new. Observation shows that 
when there is a •* blow-up " in the domestic circle, the hubbub is 
always out of all proportion to the cause of the disturbance. 

• 

• • 

Beyond Criticism.— Mr. Soott Russell, the eminent marine 
engineer, has raised the question if in future Great Britain will 
not do well to dispense with monster ironclads, and whether the 
Admiralty should not at once proceed to build much smaller 
vessels. The Lords of the Admiralty regard with a watchful 
eye the i (iterating incidents now daily occurring ; and whatever 
vessels become superseded, one class of ships we shall never 
improve upon— -their Lord-ships. 

Anatomical Queby. — Is the " oomio vein " situated anywhere 
near the funny-bone t ; 

The Right Course.— The Admiralty have at last agreed with 
Captain Coppin about raising the Vanguard. He is to pay them 
£20,000 for the vessel as she lies. It is understood that the 
money will be immediately paid into the Sinking Fund. 

• • 

The Lono and the Sbobt op It.— It is reported that Mr. 
Caleb Cushino will shortly publish a critical study of the 
Tiohboene Case. As far as the British public are concerned, 
the more " shortly " Mr. Cushino does his work, the better ; but 
it is far more likely to appear " at length.' 1 

• m 

Mobs Oppression. — The Egyptian Government have pro- 



THE MORAL LESSON. 

Mother. If Mrs. Johvsov coves, Jemmy, say I'm hot at hone. 
Jemmy. Oh, I Dims sat ! Abd thbh you'll oivk ms a 
Whacking fob tbllxmo a Story ! 



Cruelty to Animals, who had summoned Mr. Hope, of Eaton 
Square, was pleased to open his address by stating that the Society 
in question was not actuated by any other feeling than that of 
furthering the law ; and it made no distinction whether the charge 
was against a costermonger for ill-treating his donkey, or against 
a rich man for torturing his horse, and the defendant, though 

holding a high position in 
society, was aa amenable to the 
same as those in an inferior 
position in life. After hearing 
the evidence, Mr. Mansfield, 
the magistrate, entirely exon- 
erated Mr. Hope from the 
charge of cruelty and dis- 
missed the summons, and Mr. 
Poland thought the reference 
to the costermonger was en- 
tirely out of place. Judy is of 
Mr. Poland's opinion ; the 
vociferation of this and similar 
claptrap sentiments is better 
suited for the entertainment of 
the threepenny gallery of an 
East- end theatre than a Lon- 
don magistrate during his 
business hours. 

A week or two sgo, Mr. 
A. Slope r came to grief for 
selling " Scent Fountains," as 
they are called by courtesy, in 
the street; and since then, 
Mr. John Marshall has been 
charged at Hammersmith 
with hawking them without 
~~ — — - - a license, and fined; five 
shillings. Tho«e ladies and gentlemen who have recently been 
deluged with dirty water, will feel pleased to learn that had Mr. 
Ma R8 hall possessed a license, there would have been no harm 
at all in his selling squirts, and that it is not at all wrong, to buy 
one and discharge its contents into a lady's face. 

In the case of the recent Quixotic self- martyrdom of two 
" publishers," the result has been just exactly what every sensible 
person must have expected. The only persons who seem not to 
have quite known what they were talking about were trie iary. 



THE ONLY JONES. \ " 

These bare been changes in public taste ever since After Zjarfc ;was first 
played at the Princees A. Then, the singer in the music-hall, scene cat 
but a sorry figure, and was decidedly laughed at, not . with. Now the 
great Macejtey and other big talent from the halls are introduced, as a 
genuine entertainment, and evidently entertain. 

Mr. Edward Terry appears to have been carrying all before him on 
bis "provincial tour." He is filling the houses wherever he goes, and I 
hope that he is 'filling his pockets too. I owe Terry such lots of laughs 
and merry evenings that I am exceedingly gratified to find his talents so 
well appreciated up North. May his success not induce him to prolong 
his tour ! —we want him at home. 

On Thursday morning Mr. Arson's benefit at the Adelphi. A capital 
hill of fare ! Mind you go ! 



Post free Is. 2Jd— " The Best Book for the Seaside Ever Published." 

" ALL THE WA Y, ONE SHILLING," containing hundreds of 
Comic Pictures by A. Chasemore, with a quantity of Prose and 
Verse by Chas. H. Eoss. To be had of all Booksellers and Jfews- 
agents, at all Railway Bookstalls throughout the United Kingdom, ., 
And at " JUDT " OFFICE, 73, FLBBT STREET, LONDON, B.O. 
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OLD BIRDS ARE NOT CAUGHT WITH CHAFF. f l 

Male Friend of lady Vinton. Is tour Sioht so very Bad, my poor Woitah t Do you thihk, tow, you could m a Shiiapw it 

I WERE TO SHOW TOU OUR? - • ' ' 

Elderly Party (promptly). Thank ye eihbly, 8ib, I ©toko* about a Shillih\ but Tm suri I could sir Half-a-orowr * 

[Male person hands w over dwecuy. 



* C Q" IN THE CORNER. 

Parliamentary questioning has become a nuisanoe. There are 
men in the House of Commons whose function is to ask questions . 
on the most frivolous pretence. They ask questions on every 
imaginable subjeot. They are to be classified as Linnaus classi- 
fied plants, and some day I may take the trouble to classify them. 

At the present moment the most obstreperous questioners derive 
their inspiration from newspapers. It seems as if they had been 
engaged by the proprietors of the journals implicated to give 
a pi$f oblique to their property. 

An attentive reader of the debates will know what I mean. 

An honourable member rises and, with the air of one who has 
something to say, asks the Minister if it is true, as reoorted in 
the Greengrocers Journal, that the magistrates at Oozeley-cum- 
Slaahton bit a piece out of the ear of a little girl brought before 
' them for stealing a gooseberry. Another honourable gentleman 
is anxious to know if the Daily New$ is correct in stating, on the 
authority of some wonderful special correspondent in its pay 
at Constantinople, that Mr. Layard, in the course of a private 
interview with the Sultan, told His Majesty that he was a liar, 
and that, in consequence, a penny steamboat had been dis- 
patched from Lambeth pier to the Golden Horn. A third, 
deriving his information from the Eatanswitt Gazette, is exceed- 



ingly desirous, for the public good, to learn whether the report in 
that paper, that Hip Royal Highness the Prince or Wales has 
become proprietor of the hotel at Mudbank-on-the-Sea, is to be 
relied on. 

Of course the Minister concerned replies that the gentlemen 
who furnished the information, respectively, to the Greengrocer's 
Journal, the Daily News, and the Batantwill Gazette, had no foun- 
dation in fact for the information they gave their too-oonfiding 
readers. But a double purpose has been served. The journals 
mentioned, have had suoh advertisements as they oould not in 
any other way have had, and the worthv and honourable mem- 
bers put up to ask the questions have figured before their con- 
stituents as people who insist on knowing " the reason why," 
and who tell the Ministry to their face that they are no better 
than they ought to be. 

But there are men who are greater nuisances than these. 
These are the hon. gentlemen who are spokesmen for their wives, 
or daughters, or grandmothers. Hardly a night puses but 
somebody puts a question on such a matter as the gravel laid 
down from Hyde Park Corner to Stanhope Gate. la an Imperial 
Parliament, which has to do with the interests of 280 millions of 
people, any one who chooses^ should not be allowed to waste 
time asking for information upon the most trivial matters. 



CADBUKY 



S 



Many cannot take) 
Cocoas became they are i 
with starch. Cadbury's Es- 
sence Is Genuine; it is, there- 
fore, three times the strength 
of these Cocoas, and a refresh- 
ing beverage like Tea or Coffee. 



PURE! 

SOLUBLE!! 
REFRESHING!!! 



COCOA ESSENCE 



IRCULAR 
POINTED 



BRANOAUER 



PEN^ 
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NOT "CASE"-HABDENED. 

Hb wm pale, be wm thin, he was sad, 

Though he'd not quite the air of a dreamer ; 
And the roll of his eye was as bad 

Aa the roll of the Newhaven steamer. 
And they offered him beer by the pot ; 

He accepted each measure, and drank it, 
But remarked after each, it did not 

Baise his spirits, nor had he to thank it ! 

Then they plied him with humour and wit 

Of all kinds— Whitecbapcl and Attic ; 
Till he said, " He should just have a fit 

If they tried to be epigrammatic" 
It revived all the terrible pain 

That made thinking a frightful exertion ; 
And, to show the weak state of his brain, 

He said nothing to back that assertion 1 

They gathered around him, they cried, 

Using handkerchiefs largely, " Poor fellow! 
What was it, come say, that has dyed 

Tour skin that unusual yellow T " 
Then he groaned in articulate croaks, 

That for years after haunted their slumbers, 
" I'm the being who makes all the jokes 

You see'in the Holiday Numbers. | 


THINGS ON THE TABLE. 

Siors of Summer ! Where are we to look for them t Not always in the 
sky — there's too much uncertainty in that. But there are ways of finding 
out when Summer ought to have arrived, even if it has not Here, for 
instance, is the Holiday Number of London Society — a capital number, 
expressly manufactured for the amusement of holiday-makers, and com- 
plete in itself. 

That all the world has bought, or is going to buy, Judy's new Summer 
book, "All the Way," I take for granted, because that is a thing that 
must be done, and you cannot help yourself, even if you cared to do so ! 

What a many boys and girls hare been spoilt for the want of the outlay 
of that one additional penny we have heard so much of, and been turned 
out without manners! In Mr. William Tsgg's latest volume, called 
"The Salutations, Obeisances, and Courtesies of all Nations," he has not 
endeavoured so much to show you how to behave, as to show how other 
people do so all the world over. It is worth while learning to "boo," 
and you may learn much from this amusing and instructive little book. 

"The Russian Wolf and his Sacred Mission, by an Englishman Thirty- 
six Tears Acquainted with Russia, " is the title of a pamphlet in which 
are recorded a long and ugly list of atrocities committed by Christian 
Russia, and is startling enough. Whether, however, any decided opinion 
should be formed upon any subject connected with the War in the East 
before Ally Slopir publishes hit pamphlet, is an open question. In this 
work, which should have appeared on the 5th instant, we have Slopbr's 
assurance that some astounding disclosures may be expected. Slopir' 8 
encounters with the Russian Rooster, and his attempted abduction of 
Poliivski's Pig, ought alone to afford horrors enough for anybody's six- 
pence. Only why could not Sloper send his oopyjn time t He swears 
it will be all right on the 12tb. 
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time he got more purple, and glared at me in angry disappointment. 
Nothing then farther occurred till we reached Richmond. Here he got 
out, gave up his ticket, and walked oat of the station up the hill, I 
following stealthily on his track, and concealing myself, whenever he leoked 
reund, in shops, or behind corners. 

When he got to the head of the Bridge he panned, looked carefully at 
his watch, and made what was, apparently, a rapid calculation, the last 
few words of which I was just in time to hear. The words were these- 
awful ones :— "So, if J take it by 6.30, it'U do nicely.*' 
Nothing further then occurred till he reached The Terrace. 
Arriving here he made a rapid but careful survey of this beautiful 
promenade. Scarcely a soul was there. Most of the seats were un- 
occupied. He selected the most secluded one, and sat down with an air 

of triumph I crept up cautiously behind, and — bided my timet % 

Presently he spoke. "No one can see me," he said i^ a hoarse 
whisper, ** an(l now is the time ! Now then— now for it/'* 
He then produced the fatal phial ! 

■ He next proceeded 

to draw the cork ! ! 

He then began 
sniffing at the deadly 
poison, as though the 
noxious drug pos- 
sessed the bouquet 
of a delicate wine, 
whilst a smile— posi- 
tively a smile, as of 
anticipated pleasure 
—crossed his fine 
open,conntenance. 

He then, placing 
the neck of the phial 
between his lips, and 
leaning back his head 
gradually, proceeded 
to absorb the deadly 
draught into his sys- 
tem. . 

Now, then, was 
my chance — new to 
take him in the very 
act! 

I flashed upon him 
like lightning, and 
brought one hand 
down upon him with 
a clap as of thunder, 
whii»t with the other 
I seized the deadly 
phial, in which a 
half ef the liquid 
still remained. 

" Caught in the- 
very act ! * I cried. 
"I saw you do it t 
I am * Detective 
Sm*th ! I arrest you. 
for Attempted Sui- 
cide ! Come 

along 1" 

And, spite hie 
cries, expostulations, and entreaties, I dragged ' him off to the Police 
Station, where he was looked up securely for the night, whilst the 
deadly phial, recorked and carefully sealed, was also locked up for the 
necessary medical analysis. 

I then went home — a proud man ; my fortune, I felt, was indeed made. 
That night I dreamed a truly sweet dream, in which I saw myself receiving 
the " Thanks of the Bench," etcetera, etcetera. 
The next morning a most astounding circumstance happened. 
It actually appeared — according to the Defendant's Solicitor — that the 
Miserable Suicide had positively no intention of behaving as such ; that, 
on the contrary — according to the same (so-called) evidence — the M. 8. 
was a highly respected City Alderman, and well-known gourmet ; that 
he was on his way to a choice Dinner at the " Star and Garter ;" that, 
with a view to properly appetize the banquet, be had brought with hkn 
a glass of hie "own particular dry sherry and bitters, w which, for 
appearance* sake, he had put in an old medicine bottle ! 

And I am now, actually and positively, threatened with an action foi 
false imprisonment, with damages for the loss of the Dinner ! 



AFFAIR EXTBAOBDINARY 
(In Strict Confidence.) 
Iixa Celebrated Personage, and my name is Sm*th. 

I am an Officer, and, being such, I need not observe that I am a Gentle- 
man . An observation of that nature would be superfluous. It would, indeed. 

Besides being an Officer, and in addition to being a Gentleman, I hold 
a very high position — a position, in fact, of strength and power. To 
come to the point — which is m y custom when available — I am in — The Force. 

Don't be alarmed. Unless you are a guilty Criminal, you have nothing 
to fear from me. There are people, I have been told, who say that some- 
times I Take Up the wrong people. 

This is another observation of a superfluous character. How am /, I 
should like to know, to know when the wrong ones are not the right ones ! 

I am now going to make a plain statement of a most Extraordinary Affair. 

About this time yesterday afternoon— it may have been an hour sooner 
or later, I won't swear to that positively — but about this very identical 

time yesterday after- . 

noon I was standing 
en the platform of 
the railway station at 
Waterloo. It was 
the platform of tha 
line which goes to 
Kew, Richmond-, 
Barnes, Mortlake, 
etcetera. I was in - 
plain clothes, but , 
my Commanding Per- 
son being, of course, 
recognized . , by the 
Ticket Collector, he 
had let me through 
the wicket with the 
crowd of travellers, 
and on to the plat- 
form before and 
above mentioned. 

Whilst standing on 
this platform, on the 
look-out for Some- 
body to Take Up, my 
attention was direct- 
ed to an elderly stout 
gentleman in a blue 
frock-coat and white 
waistcoat, wearing a 
choice camellia in his 
buttonhole, and car- 
rying an umbrella, 
which was, to all 
appearance, fabri- 
cated of common 
cotton. This gentle- 
man, who, in nearly 
every respect but the 
umbrella, seemed to 
bear the appearance 
of being respectable 
and harmless, though 
evidently of a ner- 



A SUBJECT FOR INQUIRY- 

Scrne— A Worthouse. Tnre— An Hour before Dinner. 
Old Lady, not so clear as she might be (to Visitor), Sir, I've a serious Complaint to m akb. 
I've had no Dinner sikoe Yesterday, asd To-morrow will be the Third Dat 1 ! I 



vous and highly excitable temperament, was behaving in such a strange and 
unaccountable manner as to cause me to watch him with my lynx-like eye. 

For, walking from one end of the train to the other, and peering into 
every carriage, he was muttering audibly to himself I 

Following him closely, I detected some words of such dreadful signifi- 
cance as caused me to follow him more closely. These were the dreadful 
words: — "If I can only," he muttered anxiously, "find a compartment 
all to myself J might take it then and there quite comfortably," 

At the extreme end, and just as the train was starting, he did find an 
empty compartment, into which he got with a chuckle of awful congratu- 
lation. ' I had just time, as the train started, to jump on to the step. I 
then looked cautiously in at the window 'Tuasjust as I thought/ 

Gazing first carefully on every side, he pat his right hand into the 
breast-pocket of his frock-coat, from which he extracted a small phial, 
labelled— Poison ! He surveyed this critically ; then, uncorking it, be 

sniffed it with the air of a connoisseur He was then about to raise it 

to his lips when he caught eight of Me. My lynx-like eye appeared to 
disconcert bis plans, for, turning almost purple in the face, he replaced the 
fatal bottle in its lair. I then entered the compartment, and nothing further 
occurred till we got to Barnes Station, where we stopped some minutes. 

Here he got out quickly, and went through the same business as at 
Waterloo, I following him at a discreet distance. 

At last he found an empty compartment, into which he got. I repeated 
my tactics as before, and again disturbed him in his nefarious deed. This 



Literary Intelligence. 
It is rumoured, in literary circles, that Mr. Gladstone is engaged on a 
new article for the forthcoming number of the Nineteenth Century, to be 
entitled " The Social and Domestic Virtues of the Brigands of Sicily and 
Calabria ; or, Brigandage in its Moral Aspects." 
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&AGE AKD FlJXT. 



THE TWOPENNY TWINS.* 
The reader of retentive memory may possibly remember that I 
left those twins the last thing last week both howling at the top 
of their voices. 
They are at it still. * * * * 

It may here be casually mentioned that I (Major Penny), 
during the Indian Revolt, was the first person to whom the 
notion of blewing Sepoys from the months of guns first occurred. 
Others may have gone about taking the credit, but it was I 
(Major Penny) who said right off before anybody, " Blow 'em to 

smithereens! The only way 
to quell the Mutiny is to blow 
them to smithereens." 

I do not exactly quote the 
above as a case in point; it is 
more with a view to showing 
that when a mutiny is in ques- 
tion, and you want a queller, 
r you might do worse than send 
" r for yours Obediently. 
I They are still at it * * * 
r To begin with, I am na- 
Z turally anxious to ascertain 
| whether I really did flick a bit 
Vy off one of the twins' noses when 
ft aiming at the bluebottle, but a 
| careful investigation proves 
S this impression to have been 
r erroneous. On the whole, I 
am not sorry that it is not so, 
not only on the twins' account, 
but because it would have been deuced awkward to have satis- 
factorily accounted for the circumstance on the return of the girls. 
Without going lengthily into detail, I may observe that the 
circumstance might have tended to lower my system of quelling 
in the girls' eyes. 

As it is, seeing that I expect either Bathsxba, Cassandra, or 
TJbsula to return immediately, it is necessary that the twins 
should be silenced at once, and the only question that remains 
to be answered is, How ? 

I observe that inordinate gluttony is the possessing sin of 
both alike, and, once more, I deem it advisable to allow them an 
opportunity, as Mr. Cbuikbhank would say, to " console them- 
selves with the bottle." 

The fact that there is but one bottle between them, acts pre- 
judicially in this instance, and whilst the lucky one pulls away 

with an expression 
on him resembling a 
Highland piper dis- 
coursing his national 
music, envy and un- 
charitableness goads 
the other twin well 
nigh to frenzy, and 
he claws, in a futile 
|. fashion, at the coveted 
| object, and bewails 
| his paplessness in 
r the shrillest treble. 
I therefore vary 
the monotony by let- 
ting Twin No. 2 have 
_ a pull, and endea- 

Destkuction. vonr to lull No rs 

suspicion of foul play by substituting my thumb in the place of 
the sucker, at which, thinking no guile, he wires in for a period, 
and is perfectly contented. 

Whilst occupied by this strategic movement, it occurs to me 
that my position, viewed by an unsympathetic stranger, might 
appear somewhat undignified. 

" Major Penny," I mentally ejaculate, " you who have led men 
to action— you have stormed giddy heights amidst blinding fire, 
and have hacked your way through forests of deadly steel, to 
what occupation have ; you come at last ! Major Penny, if any 
one should catch a glimpse of you under present circumstances, 
he would smile." 

* Commenoed in No. 508. 



But, on second thoughts, how poor and paltry would be Iris 
triumph ! Did not the great Alfred unbend to bake cakes and 
burn them? Did not 

No. 1 Twin is beginning to notice a want of something in the 
substitute I have provided. He had better have the bottle again, 
and his brother take a null at the other thumb. 

So ! The exchange has been swiftly effected. General joy at 
present prevails. Both twins are peaceful now. Sleep, sweet 
sleep, steals gently o'er their senses. I'm getting the cramp 
with stooping, but no matter. * * * 

I have done it I have withdrawn my thumb with a slow and 
cautious movement, leaving a round ho*le open where it has been, 

but the un z — *-*- - 1 — 

bers placid) 

After a 
kinds of 
the victory 
There is 
founded b 
again! 

I thougl 
No, you do 

He is m 
> noses of no 
I am too q 

He retre 
his trail, 
Cooper's 
name, I 
"properly). 

Hemak 
on finding 
his purpos 
business. 

He is in my power ! Aha ! 

I've missed him. 

He makes another tour of the apartment, pretending he doesn't 

now I'm in it. Let him beware ! This trifling is ill-timed. 



know 

Here he is alighting on a side-table. I repeat the Chingag- 
hookery. 

With bated breath I take a deadly aim ! 

He's up again, and I am following in hot pursuit. 

Crash!!! 

I had not noticed another side-table whilst urging on my 
wild career — a table 
littered over with Bath- 
seba's confounded old 
china cups and saucers. 

I bear down on them 
like an avalanche, and in 
another moment fell des- 
truction has been wrought, 
and I am sprawling 
amongst the ruins. 

I get up and gaze upon 
the field of battle. I col- 
lect scraps and hold them 
together, hoping they will 
stick by magic, whilst I 
reflect on the state of 
mind Bathseba will be in 
when she finds out what 
has happened, and the 
trouble 1 shall have to 
give a dignified explana- 
tion of the business, unless- — 

No, that were unmanly ; and, beeides, I don't think H would 
be believed. I cannot lay it on the twins. 

The twins, it may be mentioned, have been awakened by the 
noise, and are now howling again as hard as ever. 

Meanwhile the brute of a bluebottle is buzzing away joy- 
ously, and 

Rat-a-tat-tat-a-tat-tat! 

A knock at the door ! The girls returned, no doubt Which? 
Probably Baihseba; and, as yet, I have not a, word ready in the 
way of explanation. 
Supposing, to gain time, I pocket the bits. 
I have. Now for it 1 



Deception. 
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ATHIR8T. 
Small Oirl Vtana, Mom, 'will row «rra ns thb Hibiobt or Job otbb aoaib— im axon thx Abhss 1 1 



r 




DOG DATS. 

[TE often heard wise persons say, 

Every dog will have its day'; 
Though, p'raps, mine may not seem to 

me, 
As jolly as it ought to be. 

-«jq Lamentation were in vain 
J*?f ^3 When other dogs do not complain : 
After all, lock is precarious, 
Of sorts of dog-days they're various. 

The wild dog in his day acts wildly, 
The dull dog takes his day out mildly; 
To say what's right, one would be 

puzzled, 
There are some dogs who 're happier 

muzzled! 



SOMBTHIHQ OH YOTO PLATS. 

Thus teems some chance, nowaday!, of one's really getting, sometimes, 
out at dinner, something more upon one's plate than the rather indifferent 
apology for dessert usually served up. At the Seoond Annual Exhibition 
of Paintings on China, at Messrs. Howell & Jamba's Art Pottery Galleries, 
in Regent Street, under the patronage of the Princess Royal, prises were 
awarded for admirable designs to many olerer ladies, amongst whom were 
Lady Augusta Cjjdooar, Lady Rawlivbov, La Oomtrssr di Villemoht, 
Mrs. Groroh Staplrtoh, Miss Chrbtira M. Shrphrrd, Miss Lozrs 
Watt, and Mrs. Mali.au. The exhibition is Tory interesting, and I 
strongly advise you, Madam, to pay it an early Tisit. 



AN UNCOMMON PROTECTION LEAGUE; 

" Lr the name of the Prophet, Figs 1" Things are really coming to 
a pretty pass. Here is a Mr. Da Morgan and also a Mr. Kmbrr 
trying their hardest to get up a sensation, and nobody will take 
any notice. Ajax denes the lightning, but the lightning flashes 
just as before. Fido runs out of doors and barks at the moon, 
but the moon goes on shining just as if Fido had not uttered a 
yelp. The Plumstead Common Protection League— which ought 
rather to be called the Uncommon Protection League, from the 
unique character of its communications— threatens the Govern- 
ment with all sorts of dreadful things, but the Government per- 
sists in leaving to their own insignificance the terrible agitators 
who have sent the following manifesto to the Crown agents : — 

" Drar Sib s,— Having been advised by several counsel that the aires 
of the two defendants, Cownto and Dradxav, is utterly illegal, I beg to 
give you notice that on Tuesday next, at seven o'clock in the evening, in 
Beresford Square, Woolwich, the other defendant, Rorrrt Wilkb, will 
surrender himself for arrest, when and where such arrest will be resisted 
by foroe. And as the Commons Protection League look upon the whole 
proceedings of the Government, relating to Plumstead Common, as nothing 
bat an opposition of lawless, oligarchs!, and bureaucratical tyranny and 
oppression, they will, with all the aid they can command, resist such 
arrest, so that if you wish to effect it Her Majesty's Government may find 
it more than necessary to call in the aid of all the available police in the 
Metropolis, backed by all the artillery in Woolwich. In the meantime, 
application will be made to the Court for the immediate release of the 
other defendants, who will hold you and the sheriff personally responsible 
in damages for their illegal arrest and imprisonment. — Tours truly, 
E. Kimrrr," 

If, after this, the Government still do nothing, they must be 
callous indeed. Surely 'they will not defy the Plumstead un- 
common Society any longer ? Leaving the Eastern Question, 
and the war, and other such unimportant matters to take care of 
themselves, they will, no doubt, at once call out the whole British 
army, and send for all the ironclad ships to come home, to arrest 
the daring Mr. Wilkix, who, with folded arms and heroic mien, 
confronts things generally in Beresford Square, Woolwioh. ] 
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THE PASSING OBSERVER. 

• • 

Hishway and Br way. — From Paris comes a report that the 
Sultan is desirous of selling Ho England his right of ownership 
in the land on either side of the Suez Canal. Certainly the 
purchase of that suzerainty would be the best possible guarantee 
that out road to India would not be menaced. The sum re- 
quired as an equivalent is not mentioned, but it would certainly 
be lp&e' enough to make "our highway to India" the very 
deareit buy-wsijp England ever owned. 

Rkmabxabl* Fact. — " Notning " says one of the high-class 
weeklies, of whose essays at essays the reading public is perhaps 

now getting a trifle weary, 

" nothing preaches so elo- 
quently as experience." 
True; and Ufp knot a 
preacher in ffl»#db who 
has so smaffpkssftjprega- 
tion. ^ 

PmoMisnvo Wssx.— In 
a ladies' school near 
Frome, flke pupils are al- 
lowed to play cricket. 
They have a special dress 
fox the purpose, and the 
. best cricketers are said to 
be the' best scholars. As 
to the disposition of the 
game, the fair cricketers 
take to fielding besf ; and . 
it is astonishing what a 
number are akiady able 
to make a " gofd catch,", 

• 
• • 

Anothxb Ihfliotion. — 
We are to have another 
speech— an " extra parlia- 
mentary utterance" — from 
Mr. Gladstone on July 
12, when a meeting is to 
be held, on behalf of the 
Bosn ian refugees, at 
Willis's Booms, at which 
Lord Shaftesbury is to 
preside, and Mr. Glad- 
stone is to be the chief 
speaker. Let us hope this 
will be the last of the Bul- 
garian Horror-tory, of 
which we have had more 
than enough. 



First RejecUd Swell Artist. 
Second Ditto, Ought to hays 
thi Cbbasxs. 



Needless Assurance. 
-—Don Carlos goes to the 
Danube to watch the 
Russian operations there. ___________^^ 

"He does not," we are 

merely informed, * propose to take any part in the fighting." 

After what happened in Spain, this last statement was quite 

unnecessary. # 

• • • 

More Unfairness.— An advocate of the Women's Disabilities 
Bill says that ladies are perfectly ready to take upon themselves 
all the duties performed by men, and demanded of them by the 
law. " They are willing to fight on sea and land, to be constables, 
and to serve as special and common j ary- women .^ In fact, there 
is nothing men can do which cannot be equally well done by 
women." This person is a misguided enthusiast. Women cer- 
tainly ought to have votes ; but it can hardly be denied that at 
sawing wood or singing bass, for instance, men have still the 
advantage. 

* • 

What is in a Name ?— In some names, a good lot ; for instance , 
the great rifle meeting of the " Soherpsohuttersvereeniging 
Oranje Nassau" at the Hague this month, to which English 



" Soherpsohutters " were courteously invited, has, we are informed* 
been postponed till next year. A twelvemonth is rather a long 
time for an invitation to stand over, but the time will not be au 
lost, for it will take the English volunteers some little time to 
learn to pronounce the name of their hosts. 

Goino to the Fountain-Head.— A gentleman has written to 
Mr. Gladstone, asking his views on the subject of gas. This, 
applicant evidently knows what he is about, and whefie to go 10 
for information. 

k ••• 

The Finishing Sthoke.^-A Berlin inventor has produced a 
machine for turning the leaves of music byta movement of the 
performer's foot Now,' if some other benefagtor^his kind) will 

f .. .:. mvenia«i)lan.(harinliwi 

to the operator) which 
will -allow of a bad musi- 
cian, being turned over 
by another movement of 
the foot, we shall be able 
to go *to a concert pre- 
pared even for the music 
of the future. 



* Interesting to MJP.s. 
—Are there any statues 
in the Parliamentary re- 
cess? 

• • 
Recompense. — 
ungham Watch 
Be have unani- 
mops^ resolved "That a 
day's pay extra be given 
to every officer of the 
Borough force, in recog- 
nition of toe abilitv and 
intelligence shown by the 
police upon the visit of 
Mr. Gladstone to Bir- 
mingham." Considering 
what they must have 
suffered, who were .com- 
pelled to listen to all the 
speeches of the Member 
for Greenwich, the allow- 
ance seems little enough. 

■ /. 
Worth Thinking 

Over. — He who sets his 
heart on some beauteous 
creature, only to be re- 
jected, may find his dis* 
appointment cost him a 
good deal ; but the fellow 
who reaHy finds out what 
a beauteous creature costs, 
is the one who marries 
her. They who have 
"loved and lost" will 



NVY, 

Amd thbt'vs Huro that Fellow oh thb Link ! 

and takes out 



iRORSD BIX AFTERWABDS, 



find that there is consolation in this. 



Explaining It Awat. — According to the Registrar of North 
Yell, an island of the Shetland group, not a single marriage has 
taken place there duriog several Bdccessire quarters — " a state 
of affairs all the more remarkable when it is considered that 
there is a population of upwards of 600 in the district." Not 
at all remarkable, Mr. Registrar, — " a single marriage " is a con- 
tradiction in terms; to contract matrimony it takes two persons, 
at least. 

~~~ BEADY JTTLY 12th. 

ALLY SLOPMR TACKLES the EASTER V QUESTION. 
Seventy New and Original Illustrations, by Maris Dotal ; numer- 
ous Maps of the War, by A. Slopes himself, and a short Account 
of cerimm Singular Circumstances, by Charlib H. Ross. The 
whole bound in a Coloured Wrapper. Price 6rf. Post-free, Id. 
'•JUDY" OFFICE, 78, FLEET STREET, LONDON, B.C. 
And all Booksellers and Newsagents. * 
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THEWMOU^ONH 



A DEUCE OF A DINNER. 




3. M 'Cr-r-r-re nom d*un nom t" screamed Jura- 
tolk ; " I've given him a two-shilling filet sax 
trnffes which wu meant for a private dinner up. 
■tain- and he'a eaten it!" 



4. "'Fen my soul!" the expression of the silent 
Stranger's faoe aeemed to say, "this really and 
truly la a Cheap Dinner for a Shilling I" 



5. "Malheureuxr yelled Axatolb, " I have 
made yet another mistake, and he has wolfed up a 
half-crown omelette souffles intended for upstairs." 



6. But the 8ilent Man wouldn't pay more than a 
•hilling for his dinner, or give more than a penny 
f or the serrioe. 



1. Twao the first dsy of Amatols, the new 
Walter, and lightning speed did not describe 
the oelerity of Axatolks " service.'' 



7. "Voyons, animal!" said the Proprietor to 
Avatoue, "don't you chuck about the bottles 
and break the plate-glass window. Get out of 
this! Fre had enough of yon/ " 



•*Q" IN THE CIORNER. 

It is a pity the man and woman convicted by a jury of publish- 
ing an obsoene book could not have seen their way to accept the 
verdict as that of the country. It is a very jolly thing for an 
enterprising man to achieve as much notoriety as if he had saved 
a life er invented a new pleasure. Had he written the obsoene 
book, or even started the notion on which the work is based, he 
might have reason to think he had done something. All he has 
done is deliberately to break the law of deoenev by publishing 
an obsoene book written— bv somebody else, and to get himself 
punished for it I suppose the time will never come when morbid 
vanity will not make opportunities for displaying itself. 

There is a Select Committee of the House of Commons 
appointed to investigate the Cattle Plague. It will be amusing 
for anybody, that knows anything of , the subject, to attend the 
sittings. Mr. Jacob Bright is on the Committee. Of course, 
Mr . Jacob Bright, coming from a purely agricultural district 
knows all about cattle. You must see him and hear him ask 
questions ef the witnesses t If the witness is a butcher, he is 
requested to give the Committee his valuable opinion on the tone 
of feeling among the farmers as to the importation of live stock. 
If he is a farmer, he is asked his view of some scientific aspect 



of the question. A man of scientific knowledge, like Professor, 
Gauges, is, it is true, permitted to explain that the Professional 
Chief of the Veterinary Department of the Privy Council is not 
an authority; but even Professor Gauges is asked to explain 
matters with which he could not possibly be acquainted. Mr. 
Chamberlain and Mr. Anderson, two other agricultural members, 
are also on the Committee. It is worth visiting the room wherein 
the Select Committee carries on its investigations. Q. 



STBAWGE DOIHGS AT HAEGATI. 

Things seem (already) to be a little mixed at Margate. Accord- 
ing to the Telegraph of Thursday the following occurrences 
actually took place there all of a heap :-— " Whilst waiting at the 
South-Eastern Railway Station to-day, a woman gave birth to 
twins (!) —The steamboat service has commenced (! I)— As a gentle- 
man and his wife were being conveyed to the bathing-machines 
to-day, the oart was overturned (! ! !)— [Beautiful weather; ther- 
mometer 70 in shade.] (MM)"-: What does it matter that the 
Russians are crossing the Danube, that Slopeb is settling the 
Eastern Question, and Bismarck is waiting round the corner ? 
They sink into insignificance beside the thrilling occurrences 
which are taking place at Margate ! 



CADDURYs 



Sfany oannot take 
Qoooas because they *re 
with starch. Cadb&kt's Es- 
senoe is Genuine; it Is, there- 
fore, three times the strength 
of these Ooooss, and a refresh- 
ing bererage like Tea or Coffee. 



PUEE! 

SOLUBLE I! 
REFRESHING!!! 



COCOA ESSENCE 



LIEBIG'S 
LIQUID 

EXTRACT OF BEEF. 

In form of a win* nosasatJng tha attri- 
bates of solid food, and hiving a aMStagras* 
abla flavour. This, tha aema of nnnrlah* 
moot, will fortify U>« faablsat. and la a 
ftinaquanon la invalids, travaUara by asa 
or land, and othors. Bssail In Oaass of a 



LIEBIG'S 

TONIC WINE. 

w Br moans of this valnabla Patent, taw 
Liquid E xtract of Bast Qolntao. andoths* 
amrovadtoales ara ao blandad as U foraa a 
lteaamrof nnrivallad rfchnsas and puttf ; 
wnOadaUoloasas a drink. Its ra-tnvfioiaV 
tai sowars oannot be mai aattaaated. 
SatafI in Oaaas of a doaan at 30a. ; aaaorted 
sanpte oa<o aant to any Ballwav &Utt«* in 
tba United Claadom on rsosftt of Past 
OfaaaOrdarforaoa. 



Stores, 12, Cloak Lane. E.G., and all Wine Dealers 
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HINT TO SEASIDE BANDS. 

Be ture and have a Good-looking Money OoUeetor. It maktt a great Difference in the Takings. 



THE AMAZONS. 



T*REY say an army 
1 of AmazoDS 
At Wimbledon we 
may tee; 
And why shouldn't 
pretty girla be 
in arms? 
'Tis just where 
theyoifyAttobe. 

My dean, I'm sore 
if you're called 
to the front, 
You'll show your 
courage then ; 

Only just now, for 
your own sake, 
don't 
Quite massacre all 
the men! 



And perhaps things are best as they are ; 

Leave men the hard work in life : 
Let all men obey their general, 

And the general— his wife ! 



&ttotf)tt fitaxton itttmortal* 

I am a printer, but my name does not happen to be Caxton. It 
would be unjust to blame me on this account. I would as soon 
have been called that as what I happen to be called, which, how- 
ever, is of no consequence. 
I;should like to get on a little more. I have set up a lot in 



my time, but I haven't been able to set up a carriage. I am not 
a Society's man, but I have no objection to society in the sin- 
gular. I have acted on the square as far as possible, and taken 
the lean with the fat without grumbling. Half my time I have 
been more like a galley-slave than anything else, and yet, I dare- 
say, when the time arrives for me to cut my stick, I shall be 
spoken of as out of form. Ah I when one is gone, how soon 
one is deleted and distributed 1 

The late Caxton, it would appear, was unlike me in several 
small particulars, and in one large one. He was not married, 
AND I AM. (I should like that set in Caps.) 

Mrs. Pye (Pye is my name, if you must know) entertains, if 
anything, rather a mean opinion of Caxton, founded, I believe, 
upon a specimen of his work which has come under her notice* 
She says " both printing and paper are disgraceful." 

I, on the contrary, am proud of the man and honour his 
memory. At this period, then, you may judge of the gratifica- 
tion I felt upon accidentally becoming possessed of a Caxtonian 
relic — a chair, in point of fact— warranted by the second-hand 
dealer from whom I purchased it as a chair in which the great 
printer had repeatedly sat. 

That ohair is at this moment but I anticipate. 

It came home. It was brought into our parlour. We had 
friends to tea. They gazed on it reverently, and I sank into its 
quaintly carved arms with a sigh. 

What burning thoughts filled my brain at this moment 1 I 
gently closed my eyes, and presently slumbered. 

When I awoke my guests were leaving. They found it dull, 
I tbink. The window was open, and a gnat must have come 
in and bitten me in the neck. 

# # # * * # 

It wasn't a gnat I am told the case is not unusual with 
furniture bought of brokers. 

The Caxton Memorial is outside in the backyard. We're 
going to do something desperate to it to-morrow with 
petroleum. 
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GLORVINA! 

More Communication {*• Private" and "Confidential!"] by her Husband. 

COMMUNICATION H.-Gloryira "Gobs Ob"— I Go Off-Tbb 

Meeting— Thb Fellow- Sufferers. 

Thb Dear Girl has— lost her temper / 

And, with Gloryira, let me tell yon, this is rather a serious matter. 

It was just in this way :— I have called Gloryira's last thing in Pets, 
the New Dog, "a Beast 1" and the Dear Girl has resented that epithet 
with an acrimony which, in any one but the one who had promised " to 
Lore, Honour, and Obey/ 1 &c, would be really quite surprising. 

As a matter of honest truth, I don't believe that there ever was such an 
Al beast of a brute of a dog on the face of the entire globe as this con- 
founded brute of a beast of Glorvina's ; but as the Dear Girl seems to 
take the comparatively mild and positively just epithet so much to heart, 

I produce my Dictionary and 

strive to convince her that 
the obnoxious word is ren- 
dered by Walerr-Wrbstsr 
quite harmlessly, thus : — 
"Beast, noun, One of the 
lower animals. " 

But if you knew Glor- 
yira, you would also know 
that, when she had made up 
her mind to feel "injured," 
not all the Dictionaries in the 
British Museum would turn 
her from her fell design. 

" Oh ! " cries the Dear 
Girl at this, with the sniff 
and upward jerk of the 
sniffing organ I, alas ! by this 
time know the meaning of so 
well,—" Oh, indeed/ 'One 
of the lower animals,' is he ? 
Well, Mr. Topprr, all / can 
say is, then, that I only wish 
one or two — one, I say, or 
two— who shall be nameless, 
of the superior animals pos- 
sessed a quarter of hi* intel- 
ligence — his affectionate dis- 
position, and were as free — 
as free, Mr. Topper— from 
vices as 'One of the lower 



WAR RUMOURS. 

Artful Assistant. Yes, Mum, tbfsb arb bkal Tureish Towels; oah't 

GET ART MORK WHEN THE8E ARB SOLD, MUM. ALL THB ToWEL- MAKERS 
BAVB BEEN CALLED OUT ROW MUM, TO FIGHT THE RUSSIANS ! 



r 

Gloryira then sniffs again 
more defiantly, folds her arms 
majestically, and, sitting well 
back in her chair, stares 
stonily at the ceiling of our 
drawing-room, whither, after 
dinner, I have been sum- 
moned to " look at the Dog." 

Now, knowing, from bitter 
experience, only but too well 
the dread significance of that 
aggressive sniff, and that 
combative attitude, I pru- 
dently reply never a word, 
but pretend to gaze admir- 
ingly upon the confounded 
brute, the subject-matter of 
oar— t.e., Glorvina's— quar- 
rel, who is now sprawling at full length in front of me. 

But the Dear Girl gives another preparatory sniff, and advances in 
full marching order to the onslaught. 

"And talking of vices, Mr. Topper," she says icily, " now that you 
are on the subjects — " 

But this is rather too good, when I hadn't said even a solitary word. 

" Gome, now," I interrupt, " that's a little too funny, my dear. Why, 
I've not even mentioned such a — ahem !— very unpleasant subject" 

The Dear Girl is down upon me at once ; metaphorically speaking, 
greased lightning would be nothing to the manner in which she flashes 
upon me. 

" No I " she cries, with withering triumph, — "no, indeed ! that is just 
what I complain of, Mr. T., yon commit the vices, and haven't the pluck 
to own to them." 

This, upon my honour, is really, yon know, really rather too much- 
even for me. 

" Well, Gloryina," I say, in my quietly sarcastic way, "I can't pre- 
tend to know so much about vices as you seem to know, but I do know 
that I don't have some or other members of my family stopping with me 
all the year round, eating and drinking me out of house and home. Now, 



do you, or do you not, happen to know how many dozens of my best after- 
dinner sherry your mamma polished off during the last ' little visit ' she 
honoured my humble abode by paying ?" 

As I thought, this has done it Gloryina bounces up from her chair 
as though a hot coal were there, and begins pacing our drawing-room at 
the deuce of a rate, her head thrown well back, her long train rustling 
and swirling with ominous significance, whilst other symptoms of the 
approaching storm become more palpable at every turn. 

"Oh!" she cries, spasmodically and brokenly, whilst the crash of 
falling chairs, or overturned little bric-a-brac tables, forms a running 

accompaniment, "Oh, that I should come to this/ Oh, that I should 

live to hear this) Oh, that I should have my Family— my poor 

lul — lul — loving Mother thrown in my teeth, and by— my own Husband ! 

That every paltry glass of wine my own m — mother is ordered — 

obliged, even, by her medical adviser to take to bus — sustain the f — failing 

powers of her lul — last days, 

should be toatched, and 

grudged, and and after- 

wardatArown in the face of 
her p— poor daughter, and by 
her pup — p — poor daughter's 

Hub— Hub— Husband ! 

Oh, that I should have ever 

come to this I Oh! 

Oh!! OH!!! I wish I 

was dead ! I do ! I no ! ! 
I DO!!!" 

And at this thrilling climax 
the poor suffering angel sinks 
sobbingly on the sofa, and 
culminates comfortably in a 
flood of tears, and strong 
hysterics. 

Now, from experience 
(again), I know that in these 
cases the Dear Girl recovers 
in a far shorter space of time 
when I do not "console" 
her ; so, ringing the bell for 
her maid, and telling her to 
look after her mistress, I put 
on my hat, and, opening the 
front door of our Victoria- 
Street top Flat, I go out, and 
grope my way in the fast- 
gathering twilight down to a 
landing below where is a little 
bench placed for tired climb- 
ers to the higher regions. 
Upon this I seat myself, 
feeling jolly miserable. 

"And this," I murmur 
bitterly, — " this is the Con- 
nubial Bliss there used to be 
so much talk about." 



I have been here some 
twenty minutes or so, when 
I hear footsteps, and behold 
a Shadowy Form descending 
the staircase. 

The Shadowy Form turns 
out to be none other than my 
old friend Jack Flipper, who 
was married on the very 
same day as myself, and has now come to lire in an adjacent Flat. 

Flipper, too, seems bo jolly miserable that my heart warms to him. I 
look at him interrogatively ; then I point my finger upwards, solemnly. 

He nods with a mournful resignation quite touching. "At it again ! " 
he groans. Then, looking at me, he adds, "And yours too, eh t " 
It is now my turn to nod mournfully ; also to groan. 
He thereupon gives me his hand. I rise to take it ; then I press it in 
silent sympathy. 

We then both sit down on the little bench, side by side, in the gloom, 
and sigh heavily. 



ALLY 8L0PERS WAR CRY 

May be expected without fail on Thursday. Extraordinary excitement 
prevails everywhere. 

Fleet Street is up ! # . 

In spite of all this, however, the price of the great pamphlet, in which 
the eminent litterateur tackles the Eastern Question, will still remain 
Sixpence only. 

N.B. — People even now are beginning to ask why Slopbr did not tackle 
the question years ago. What a difference it might have made to Slopbr ! 
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THINGS ON THE TABLE. 

Tcjbegin at this time of day to doubt whether Mr. Wilkib Collins ever 
really constructed a thorough good plot, seems like opening an argument 
which may pro?e somewhat long-winded. Yet, undoubtedly, the question 
will be asked some of these days by some critic or other who reads one of 
Mr. Wilkib Colues's stories right through. He may then find serious 
objection with the 
elaborate brick-and- 



mortar climax to Ar- 
madale, the sleep- 
walking "fluke" at 
the en4 of TktMoon- 
stone, and the suici- 
dal "sell" concluding 
The Law and the 
Lady. There is, in 
truth, no living author 
who can begin as 
well as Mr. Collies, 
but the ''sells "and 
the "flukes" (if I 
may be pardoned 
such expressions) that 
he uses when he gets 
towards the conclu- 
sion, and rather be- 
yond himself, I have 
never yet seen pro- 
perly dealt with in 
print. Here really 
is a chance for some 
clever young smart 
rising gentleman who 
does not mind a little 
trouble. 

The Extra Summer 
Number of All the 
Few* Round is a very 
happy idea of Mr. 
Chaeleb Dickens's, 
whose journal, con- 
ducted with unabated 
energy, thoroughly 
maintains its old re- 
putation. To the 
Extra Number Mr. 
Wilkib Collins con- 
tributes a novelette, 
which exhibits most 
of his merits and his 
faults ; and there are 
good stories by Mrs. 
Cashsl Hoeet, Mr. 
Feaecilloe, Mr. 
Duttoh Coox, Mr. 
Gift, and the Authors 
of "Ready -Money 
Mortiboy." 

In Temple Bar, 
this month, there is 
an article on "The 
Boyal Commission 
and the Stock Ex- 
change," which will 
probably attract some 
attention. A paper 
on "Viotoe Huoo" 
is very readable. Mr. 
Aethoey Tbollops's 
novel, "The Ameri- 
can Senator," comes 
to an end in this 
number, and next 
month we are pro- 
mised a new serial, 
by Mrs. Asm Ed» 
wabdes, called "A 
Blue Stocking." 

Belffravia for July is not quite as happy as usual, perhaps, in its shorter 
papers, bat Mrs. Lyeb Lihtob's story is very good indeed. 

The author of an article in the Gentleman's on " Asparagus," seems to 
think it vulgar to call the vegetable he alludes to grsss, or sparrowgrass, 
but otherwise he has something to say worth hearing. Mr. Proctor 
continues his "Marvels of Telegraphy," which are very curious and 



interesting ; and Mr. H. B. Baku's " Representative Lady of the Last 

Century " you should read. 
In the Cornhill there is a pleasant paper entitled " Laws Philisthe " 

well worth reading, and an apology for idlers, which will do the hearts of 

idlers good. 

In MacmiUan, Mrs. Oliphakt's novel, "Young Musgrave," goes on 
I welL The Rev. F. G. Fleat contributes a paper on the text of Romeo 

and- Juliet, which 
may, perhaps, be a 
trifle over-learned ; 
and there is a good 
dog tale, by Mr. T. E. 
Williams. called 
"Cap." 

It is a long while 
since I saw a number 
of the Dublin Uni- 
versity Magazine. 
The photographs in 
its " Portrait Gal- 
lery" appear to be 
as good as ever. 
There is what pro- 
mises to be an in- 
teresting collection of 
fairy mythology in 
Ireland, by Lady 
Wilds ; and a bright 
set of verses by the 
late Mr. Mortimer 
Collins, rather spoilt 
by a little mistake, 
which would hardly 
have occurred had 
the poet still been 
alive and able to cor- 
rect his proof. 

In Tinsley, "Our 
Company, " including 
sketches of the Lead- 
ing Man, Low Com- 
edian, Utility People, 
etc., is smartly writ- 
ten and amusing, and, 
I should imagine, the 
work of an actor. 
" Summer's Golden 
Dajs" is a pleasing 
story by Beatrice 
Dukphy. 

The contents ef 
London Society are 
light and entertain- 
ing, and two papers — 
"Ten Days in Brit- 
tany, " and " On the 
Nearest French 
Coast"— will be read 
with pleasure just 
now, when people 
begin to talk of going 
out of town. 

In the Argosy, the 
lady authors are in 
the majority, and the 
number is necessarily 
a fair one. 

Good Things this 
month begins a new 
volume with a new 
story of adventure by 
Iulxs Virus. 

A comic serial, 
called the "Domestic 
Confessions of Mrs. 
ChignaL," begins in 
this month's part of 
Once a Week, 

In the Atlantic 



ILYHESS.-Scene : Outside Pf pa's Study. 

Firtt LiitU Girl. Papa won't letks nr. I've ebocebd Two Tikis. 
Second Ditto, Papa lit me Yesberday. I knocked Oee Time aed Papa said, " Who's 
These ?" aed I said, "It's Mamma!" Wase't that Slt or me? 



Monthly, English readers will gladly welcome the opening chapters of 
a new story by Mr. Aldeioh. 

To CasselXs Mr. Gboeqe Maevillb Fene contributes an interesting 
paper, called " Workers by Night," and Mr. Bdwabd Oxeetobd one on 
* " Voyage on the Thames." 

The fashions in this month's Foliet are pretty. 
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THE TWOPENNY TWINS.* 

It is within the limits of possibility, and probably in some 
measure excusable, should a pressure of contemporary events — 
wars, conflagrations, floods, etcetera— have temporarily banished 
from your mind the position in which I, Major Penny, was placed 
at the moment of going to press. 

These lines, however, will, I trust, suffice to call to your recol- 
lection the fact that I, Major Penny, whilst left by the females 
of the house in charge of the twins, broke an old china teapot 
belonging to a beloved if irritable sister, whilst chasing a 

bluebottle, intent upon worrying 
the twins aforesaid, and was sur- 
prised in the act of concealing the 
fragments by a loud double knock. 
* * * Good gracious ! 

It is not my sister Bathsbba, 
as I at first supposed, or one of 
the other girls. It is neither 
more nor Lass than Lady Tal- 
torkinoton, of Taltorkington 
Towers, one of the leading quali- 
ties of the neighbourhood, whose 
carriage stands without, and 
whose footman has knocked till 
he was tired, when Lady Tal- 
tobkinoton herself has taken her 
turn, and has the knocker in her 
hand when I drag the door open 
. suddenly, and as nearly as pos- 
s sible throw her on her nose in 
the passage. 
Hallo ! Next moment I am apologizing 

profusely, and trying to hide the feeding-bottle with one hand, 
whilst I offer the other to her ladyship to shake. 

Her ladyship seems a little taken aback, on the whole, but yet 
smiles sweetly and asks after the girls, on which, to carry off the 
detail of the bottle, the indiarubber tubing to whioh persists in 
wagging to and fro, behind me, like the pendulum of a clock, I 
rush into uncalled-for particulars and give a history of the girls' 
ailments, for the last month or two. 

I also beg and entreat of her to come in, as though it were a 
matter of life or death to me that she should, praying in my 
heart all the while that she won't It is needless to say she 
does, and settles into a seat, as though for years. 

By a eleight-of-hand trick, which I honestly believe' to be 
superior to anything ever attempted by Dr. Lynn, I get the bottle 
away behind a workbox on the top of Cassandra's new piano 

she is buying on 
the hire system, 
and glide grace- 
fully into a chair 
opposite her lady- 
ship. 
Crack! 
* * * 
Instinctively I 
should have 
known by the 
sound even, if not 
by other Bensa- 
? tions, of not too 
\ pleasurable a na- 
ture, that the tea- 
pot was continuing 
to come to sorrow 
in consequence of 
my sitting on it ; but it will perhaps call attention unnecessarily 
to the circumstances if I alter my position. 
Crack! 

It has gone off again of its own accord, without any additional 
movement on my part, but I continue to dilate on Ursula's 
toothache without a pause. 

Her ladyship does not appear to follow me. She, on the con- 
trary, looks as though the noise puzzled her. 
She says — 
"Whatever was that?" 

• Commenced in No. 680. 



"So Glad! " 



I say, " What was what V* as naturally as possible, and break 
a little more china turning. Then, thinking it best at this junc- 
ture to appear to look as though I were trying to hear something, 
although I had heard nothing hitherto, I add— 

"Hush! what can it be?" 

A deathlike silence of one moment ensues, as all the china 
breakable has been broken by this time, and then next moment 
another sound of a most mysterious oharaoter is audible. 

On hearing it, Lady Taltorkinoton appears to prick up her 
ears, and I, too, am singularly interested. It is, in fact, a sound 
as of the dripping of water blended with subdued music, par- 
taking of the nature of the JEolian harp. 

When I thoroughly realize that it is the contents of the twins' 
feeding-bottle dripping steadily down among the machinery of 
Cassandra's piano on the hire system, I writhe covertly, and 
use (inaudible) bad language. 

With a mental effort 
equal to several Tal- 
ly rands under high 
pressure, I observe, 
44 The rain on the roof 
of the conservatory." 

Her ladyship shakes 
her head dubiously. 

" I don't hear it now 
at all," she says. 

Thank goodness I 
Who wanted her to? 
Suddenly, however, she 
starts. 

"It's just like a 
baby! " she exclaims. 
" How extraordinary ! " Th * Guilty Cootcibbob. 

As she speaks, I for the first time become oonsoious of the 
piping (bagpiping rather) music peculiar to those ghastly twins, 
for one of whom, probably, the bluebottle is just now making it 
warm, without fear of interference. 

But how is it possible to tell the truth to her ladyship without . 
telling the humiliating story in its entirety of that unhappy woman 
Twopenny's injudicious marriage and ill-advised twin legacy? 

I therefore dissemble. I say, — 

" Baby ! Good gracious ! What an idea ! " 

Immediately on making this observation the other twin joins 
in the harmony, and the two pleasant young voices swell the 
chorus. 

Once, however, having strayed from the path of strict veracity, 
I find myself engulfed in a vortex of untruthfulness, as it 
were, and plunge wildly into the weather, and talk of yesterday's 
glorious sunshine as something wholly unprecedented in the ex- 
perience of man. 

In the course of time, 
finding I have worked 
out the sunshine topic, 
whioh, after all, as a 
topic, has not been 
much of a success, I 
am turning over in my 
mind whether Cassan- 
dra's nettle rash last 
autumn, or the atroci- 
ties in Bulgaria, would 
go best as a follower, 
when a loud bump on 
the floor of the next 
room brings me to a 

tt j$fi£ l "IT'S J08T LIKE A BABY!" 

What has happened now ? The twins can't have got up, and 
by their united efforts upset another table? 

A deathlike silence follows the bump in the next room. It is 
the sort of silence whioh holds you spellbound when you are 
sitting for your photograph ; during whioh you think over all the 
incidents of your early life, as people say a man does who is on 
the point of drowning. 

There is a deathlike silence in this room also, broken but by 
one mint sound— the steady drip from the twins' bottle into the 
interior of the hire system. 

This suspense is terrible. What is going to happen next? 



Google 



Digitized by 



Jtot 11, 1877.] JUDY, OE THE LONDON SERIO-COMIC JOURNAL. 



181 



THE PASSING OBSERVER. 

• • 

A Wonderful Building. — A. correspondent writes that a 
gigantic lodging-house is to be erected on the east side of the 
Albert HalL " In height it would emulate the Tower of Babal ; 
in shape it will resemble a grand pianoforte." It might further 
be added that in oost it will go to a very pretty tune. 

• • 

Still They Con. — A new social club is being opened in 
King Street, St James's. It is called the Ottoman Club. The 
name has been chosen probably in the expectation that the new 
club will prove to be a fashionable " lounge." 

Fiat of Endurance.— General Grant has been invited to go 

to the next Welsh , 

Eisteddfod. The 
General is a man of 
great courage, which 
shrinks from nothing. 
He has promised to 
go. 

Setting Things 
Right. — It is ru- 
moured that when (?) 
the London School 
Board have remod- 
elled English spell- 
ing, they will turn 
their attention to 
English grammar, 
with a view of im- 
proving it. The 
genders will receive 
special attention. 
For instance, it is 
thought that the 
nonn " suffrage " 
should not be of the 
masculine gender, 
because, one of these 
days, there will be 
female suffrage. 
• • 

Fab mobs Likely. 
—A contemporary 
says that it would be 
curious to follow a 
pound of silk from 
its spinning until it 
became a lady's dress. 
So far the contempo- 
rary is right; but, if 

one may believe one's __ 

eyes, it is much more ~ "~~~ ~~ ~ 

interesting to follow it after it has become a lady's dress— espe- 
cially when it has a lady in it 

• • 

A Sad Cass.— Somebody advertises for sale a quantity of 
weekly house property, on the ground that he cannot " collect 
hunself." The property is not situated at Colney Hatch. 

• • 

Mobs Sinned Against than Sinning. — From a return just 
issued, it appears that a number of public statues within the 
Metropolitan Police District have been given in charge of the 
Commissioners of Works and Public Buildings, under the pro- 
visions of 17 & 18 Vict., c. 33, s. 7. It is admitted all round that 
our public statues are bad enough, but it seems nevertheless 
rather a high-handed proceeding to give them into custody. 

• 

An Institution Carried to Perfection in the Russian Army— 
The Military 



RATHER A SELL! 

Bczm—FUh 8treet Hill. 



Foreigner (to Hansom Cabby). Hi ! Stop, pleabk. 

Bantam Cabby (pulling up reluctantly, with intention of saying he is going to the 
Stable if he doesn't care for the job). Where do you wamt to go, Sib ? 
Foreigner. Can you tell mh my Shortest Way to London Bridge? 

[Then, if you please, Cabby wanted him to j amp in, but he wouldn't. 



torpedoes have to be specially dealt with. Still, a steam-cutter 
would be most useful, one would think, in a chopping sea. 

• • 
Too Bad.— A fashionable contemporary, referring to the met 
that a leading member of Society is now on the Continent, and 
will visit many places before her return, says naively, " The 
length of her ladyship's stays, however, is not at present 
known." (!) This, surely, is a little beyond the bounds of pro- 
priety. # 

Religious Length and Breadth —There is "fashion" in 
religion as in all other matters. Ritualism is going out, it 
appears, and the views of the Broad Church school are becoming 
more popular. It is a matter for rejoicing that over a score of 
London churches, occupied by Broad Churchmen, beginning with 

Dean Stanley and 
Westminster Abbey, 
are now filled to suf- 
focation every week, 
which five or ten years 
ago had only very 
small congregations. 
Broader even Ritual- 
ists may become with 
advantage; but Lord 
Rsdesdale has quite 
demonstrated that 
the public will not 
endure them any 
longer. 

Worth Having. — 
The Jubilee gifts pre- 
sented to the Pope 
have been valued at 
a total of 14 million 
francs, or £600,000 
sterling. His Holi- 
ness intends to have, 
another Jubilee at 
the very earliest op- 
portunity. 
• • 
Clever Idba. — 
Some genius has 
discovered a remedy 
for destroying the 
Colorado beetle. It 
is to hunt up every 
individual insect, 
and, as each is found, 
to explode a torpedo 
under him. This, 
says the inventor, if 
persevered with, is 
certain to succeed. 
If the Colorado beetle is wise, he will give England a wide berth. 



Chopping and Changing.— The Admiralty has directed that 
all ships now fitting out be supplied with a steam- cutter " to act 
as a guard against torpedo attacks." There is possibly some 
difference between a steam-cutter and a cheese-cutter; but a 
steam-cutter must be a peculiar] piece of mechanism, because 



moee eonras-oir at Margate. 

Occurrences at this " favourite seaside resort " continue to urge 
on their headlong career. According to the latest telegrams of 
Thursday last, " James Thomas Rowe was indicted at Margate 
for attempting to commit suicide, but, an emetic having been 
instantly administered, he speedily recovered, and was now 
liberated." After .which, "Edwin Settbefibld and Alfred 
Hughes were charged with stealing lath nails belonging to Mr. 
Wigmobe, but acquitted." Finally, " The undaunted (sic.) steam- 
boat yesterday made her first trip to Calais and back this season, 
and was well patronized." On the whole, things at Margate 
really are getting exciting. 

BEADY ON THT7RSDAY KBXT. 
ALLY 8L0PER TACKLES the EASTERN QUESTION. 
Seventy New and Original Illustrations, by Marie Duval ; numer- 
ous Maps of the War, by A. Sloper himself, and a {short Account 
of certain Singular Circumstances, by Charles ' H. Boss. The 
whole bound in a Coloured Wrapper. Price 6<& Post-free, Id. 
••JUDY" OPPICE, 78, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
And all Booksellers and Newsagents at Home and Abroad. 
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•ENERY AND 'ARRY; O 

•• Oh, 'Bnbby, 'Bnbby, where is your 'ands?" Is a question as might a-been 
asked my psl, when in a hlnnercent moment of belief in 'Shirt's driving, I 
giro *im up the reins to convey a select party down to 'appy 'Ampton Races. 
He did oonvey them down, with a vengeance, but the spot on which they 
was conveyed was anything but a 'appy one. when the folks was down and 



R, 'INTS ON COACHIN'. 

mixed up with the grub they looked werry numerous, end 'am I ever sorted 
'em agin I never knowed. All I knows is, I been in bed ever since, with 
both blinkers spotted, and my maulers carefully packed up. 

P.S.— I shall be hup, and fresh painted, papered, and renowated in time 
for " Goodwood." 'Enbby is out of Town— staying at 'Olloway Castle. 



IBONCLAD versus TOftPEDO: 



Air-' 
" Thb recent attacks upon ironclads by torpedoes in the Black Sea and the 
who man our ironclad fleet. Though the sailors fear no enemy tbat can be se 
smithereens by the contents of an iron box dropped under a big ship's hull in 

Con, cheer np, my lads ! still to glory we steer ! 
No risk of torpedoes shall cause us to fear ; 
Such bogies may frighten a nation of slaves, 
Bat still free Britannia shall rale o'er the wares 1 
Iron-sides are our ships ; 

Iron-hearts are our men; 
Whate'er foe is ready 
Will find our Tars steady, 
To face any foe, and to conquer again I 

They think to attack us, some half-hearted foes, 
Who talk of torpedoes, bnt daren't come to blows I 
Bnt they have forgotten, who boast in this way, 
The game of " Torpedo " is one tiro can play ! 
For our torpedo-boats 

We have true gallant men ; 
We have volunteers ready, 
Bold, tried, and steady, 
Brave sons of their sires ; and we'll conquer again ! 



A New Version of an Old Song. 

of Oak." 

Danube are said to have caused an uneasy feeling among the Jack Van 
*n and fought, tbey yet dislike very much the notion of being blown to 
the dark by some sneaking torpedo-boat." — Naval Paper. 

We ne'er see a foe, but we give him his due ; 
And why should we count a torpedo or two ? 
If they come, why what matters ? we've faced danger oft, 



So trust to the cherub that sUs up aloft ! 
We've the right sort orsbips, 
And the right sort of men, 
In danger most steady, 
Who always are ready 
To face any foe ; and we'll conquer again ! 

The fleets of Britannia shall still sweep the sea ; 
Her motto is " Onward ! " her watohword " Be free ! " 
Then cheer up, my lads 1 we win let it be seen, 
We'll fight for our homesteads, our country, and Quun 1 
Iron-sides are our ships, 

Iren-hesrts are our men ; 
Whate'er foe is ready 
Will find our Tars steady, 
To face any foe, and to conquer again ! 
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THE TWOPENNY TWINS.* 

I kipeat the question I>sked the last thing before going to press. 
What is going to happen next ? 
I also repeat the observation accompanying it, — 
This suspense is terrible ! 

When I casually mention that I, Major Penny, have in my 

time wallowed knee-deep in the gore of battle-fields, it may 

surprise yon to hear that I at this moment find myself almost 

unnerved. 

Whilst rushing'to the breach amidst showers of deadly lead, I 

own I have occasion- 
ally asked myself 
with some curiosity 
what might be wait- 
ing for me within. 
In heading a forlorn 
hope indeed, the idea 
not unfrequently sug- 
gests itself, yet, I re- 
peat, that suspense 
is nothing to the 
suspense now. 
This may possibly 
: be accounted for to 
; some extent by the 
novelty of the situ- 
ation. At the call 

— .of duly, in foreign 

parts, I have in my 
i blacks, without noticing that the 

with my appetite or my sleep ; 
o one or both of those twins, 
o. 

dyship appears not to notice my 
ay be owing to the fact of the 
e. 

cur to me. To me the twins' 
If ihey are alive and awake, 
they ought to be" on full pipe. I must and will know the worst. 

I am rising to my feet with this intention, when ber ladyship, 
laying her hand upon my aim, arrests my progress. She says, — 
" I see, Major, you agree with me, and I may rely on your 
support." 

It would appear from this observation that her ladyship has 
been talking for some time past without my noticing the cir- 
cumstance. 

I have already told you, I believe, that Lady Taltobkinoton 
is one of the leading qualities of our neighbourhood. I may 
also add that it has been our one aim and object for years past to 
cultivate her acquaintance, to which statement I may also add 

that this is her first 
visit to our humble 
dwelling. 

I wonder whether 

she will ever come 

again ? Meanwhile, 

> although I haven't a 

* notion what the deuce 

■ she has been talking 

about, perhaps I had 

better say something. 

I therefore smile 

cheerfully, and re- 

— spond,-— 

T«* the Rescue • «• If my support is 

of any value, your ladyship may depend on me— to the utmost." 

" I was sure I could, Major Penny," she says with warmth, as 
she produces a note-book. " What shall we say ? " 

I don't quite follow this. It begins to look deueedly like a 
subscription. to^ - 

I try to arouse myself, but am incapable of any mental effort, 
ind instead listen intently for the slightest noise in the next 
room. 

All is silence there. Her ladyship goes on tackling me. 

" Come, Major," she says, "you mean to surprise us all, I can 
see. Three figures, eh ? " 

• Commenced fax No. 580. 



"Uvhaxd Mb!" 



By all that's horrible, it is a subscription she is on to ! And 
three figures ! I like that 

I make a desperate effort to save myself, and say, " Let me 
understand, now, what is the exact nature of the— the proposition, 
as it stands." 

Her ladyship looks surprised and slightly offended. " I thought 
I had fully explained," she says. 

" Oh, perfectly," I hasten to reply. " I was only thinking 
whether, owing to certain circumstances, which it would fatigue 
you to go into, I should be altogether justified in — in entering 
into the matter as I could wish, did I — I only consult my own 
inclinations." 

Considering that I have not the remotest notion what she has 
been talking about, I _ 

rather fancy this sen- 
tence is nicely turned. 

" My dear Major/' 6 
she says, "you astonish I 
me. I had indeed relied 
upon your aid on the 
platform." 

She wants to get me 
on a platform now. 
Next it will be a tight- 
rope, I suppose. 

" Since, however, you 
will not take a personal 
part, I must, I presume, 
be content with youi 
subscription. What 
shall I say?" 

It it a subscription ; that is quite plain now. 

" I have so many calls upon me just at this moment ; but if a 
guinea is of any service " 

" X guinea, Major 1 " she exclaims. " Oh, I had hoped for so 
much more ! " 

Confound her hopes ! I think I'm sufficiently victimized as 
it is. 

" But," she continues, " it is to be considered as a quarterly 
payment, of course. Shall I take it now ?" 

This is highway robbery, but I can't see my way out of it on 
easy terms, and I would do anything almost, just at this moment, 
to get rid of her. 

The silence in the next room is tomb-like. 

• *••** 

Whew ! She has gone, and "my one pound one with her. Though 
the subject is a painful one, I 
can scarcely refrain from a 
smile when 1 reflect on the way 
in which I bestow my charity. 
There is an open-handed vague- 
ness about it that really is re- 
freshing from its novelty. But 
hush! How about those twins ? 

I hold my breath as I turn 
the handle of the door, and 
glare affrightedly around. 

It is as I half suspected. 
The worst has happened. 

The cradle it lying wrong , 
tide tip, and the twint are under- 
neath. 

In deadly terror I remove the 
cradle, the blankets, the pillows, 
etcetera, and arrive at last at 
the twins. They are lying on 
their little noses, motionless. 

As I stretch forth my hand and seize them, I hear a footfall in 
the passage. The girls returned, perhaps. Well, they had 
better know all The deuce ! 



It wasn't the girls. It is that confounded woman come back 
again. 

" Major 1" 

" Unhand me!" I shriek, and rushing back fling myself 
against the door. 

By the way, I trust she won't think I'm mad ! 



Never t 
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THE PASSING OBSERVER. 

• • 

Bad Lookout fob Tobaooo-Smokebs. — Scientific men have 
recently discovered that the poison taken into the system from 
too much smoking of tobacco will cause death. There can be no 
doubt about this. And it is a lingering death too. An old man 
died in the workhouse, a few days ago, aged 97, who suffered 
from this complaint He had begun smoking when he was 17, 
and it took 80 years to kill him. This shows what a dreadful 
disorder it is. 

• • 

Pboviding tor a Rainy Day. — It is stated that a large por- 
tion of the 3,000,000f. which the Pope has already received from 
pilgrims, has been remitted 
to London, and deposited in 
a house of business here, to 
provide against the needs of 
the Holy See. This cautious 
prevision shows that the 
Holy See is the outcome of 
very keen eyesight ; and that 
Pjus IX. has a sharp eye to 
contingencies. 

• • 
An Important Psrbonagb 

— intimately connected with 
the Eastern Question— 
Besika Bey. 

• • 
One to Us.— Attention has 

been called to the fact that, 
apart from Queen Anne and 
other royal ladies, no woman 
in England has ever had a 
public statue. Thus, we do 
not treat the fair sex so badly 
after all. Whatever wrongs 
women may suffer, they have 
not this to complain of, at any 
rate. # 

Fashionable Item. — Ac- 
cording to a Parisian author- 
ity, ladies' costumes are to 
be cut closer than ever. This 
is highly satisfactory news 
for husbands of limited 



THE 



of course ; but the distance is so great from shore to shore, 
that the bridge at present is nothing more than a stretch of 
imagination. 

• • 
Musical Mem. — Miss Robertson, the new soprano, is said to 
be a niece of the Astronomer Royal. There are thus fair 
probabilities of the young lady becoming an operatic star. 

• 

Another Prospective Failure.— Mysterious hints are going 
about that ia August or September an attempt will be made at a 
resuscitation, on a new basis, of the Whig party by a young 
politician of great talents. It is easy to predict that this scheme 
will not work. Whiggism is dead beyond recall; for wigs, 

in both senses of the word, 
went out with pigtails and 
hairpowder. 

• • 
A Case for the Entomo- 
looical Society. — An insect, 
supposed by some to be the 
Colorado beetle, has made its 
appearance at Prestwick, 
and has caused considerable 
havoc. It has eaten the 
rosebushes, and, it is ru- 
moured, was hardly to be re- 
strained from swallowing a 
five-barred gate. Curiously, 
too, other insects, also 
asserted by a sanguine lodg- 
ing-house Keeper to be Colo- 
rado beetles, have made their 
appearance at Margate and 
Ramagate. The existence of 
these insects is, it appears, 
wholly inexplicable to the 
natives, who say, " Never see 
sioh a thing before, mum — 
must ha' brought 'em with 
you." Some distinguished 
naturalist is to be consulted 
at once. The insects are not 
]adybirds,though very similar. 



Another Desideratum. — 
Ehrbar, the well-known 

Cioforte maker at Vienna, 
, it appears, invented a 
mechanism rendering it pos- 
sible to prolong the sound of 
each note of the piano. If 
Ehrbar could manage to hit 
upon a plan by which to 

shorten the sound of some ' ~~~"~ ~ 

pianos, or to stop their sound altogether unless they are played 
upon properly, he would do something to be proud of. 

• 

From the Alexandra Palace.— Light diet— A .Feast of 



GAME. 



SAME OLD 

Bcmm—Ramsgatt. 

First Truant Husband. What ark You doino down hkrk by Yourscut? 
Second Ditto. Trying to rnro some Lodgings fob the Wife and Children, 

BUT I CANT— BKEN AT IT THREE DAYS 1 

First Ditto. So hays I, for a Week ; and done Margate and Hastings, 
and Dover ab wellI 



Taxen as Bed. — A good suggestion has been made, namely, 
that in all public vehicles, the figures showing the driver's 
number should be red. Under these circumstances, when it 
becomes necessary to take a cabby's number, it will, of course, 
be reddily got at 

• • 

Hang It ! — A new scheme of connection threatens to usurp the 
place of the Channel Tunnel plan. M. St. Huns, a distin- 
guished French engineer, proposes to build a bridge between 
England and France, the length of which would be about 21 
miles. The line which it would take would be between Folkestone 
and Cape Grisnez. The structure would be a suspension bridge, 



"OHRISTMN" ATROCITIES. 

Judy's readers will recollect 
that hers was ihefint journal 
which denounced and ex- 
posed the fictitious character 
of the Russian agitation got 
up among us about what 
were called " Bulgarian 
Atrocities," most of which 
were invented for the occa- 
sion. We then referred to 
the patriotic tone adopted by 
a large majority of the re- 
spectable organs of public 
opinion ; and it is gratifying to 
those who are resolved to uphold British interests to see that the 
same spirit continues to animate the press. The Telegraph, a 
few days since, administered the following stinging reproof to 
the English Russians who were so bitter against the Infidel 
Turks, but have not a word to say with regard to the fiendish 
atrocities daily perpetrated by the " Christian Russians " : — 

" We invite those who instruct humanity from the pages of ' Lessons 
in Massacre, 1 to give us their opinion upon the extremely promising 
Christianity displayed by the Bulgarians at Sistova, who wrecked and 
plundered the houses of their fugitive Moslem neighbours, flung little 
Turkish children out of the windows, and beat to death with sticks eight 
Ottoman soldiers, who had been handed over to their tender mercies by the 
Russians. We shall probably be answered, • It is sad, but natural. Such 
irregularities are the result of long oppression and always accompany a 
war— even one waged for the most holy ends.' Yet no such extenuation 
was admitted for the Muslims at Batak and Philippopolis, when the 
insurrection was commenced against them by the Christians with the cold- 
blooded murder of upwards of two hundred fellow-countrymen. 1 ' 
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like, the first thing in the morning." " Thank you ! 
How about the leeches?" 



6. Then the al fresco dinner. 
"What's the matter t Ants? 
Nerer mind them ! " 



7. And thej called him a sneak 
because he would catch the last 
train. 
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THAT BOX AT THE OPEBA. 
Tot Toebington-Gowerb are the nicest people yon ever knew in 
your life, and live in Hyde Park Gardens. 

The Bulstrodk-Manqolds are not quite so nice, bat they are 
more jolly, perhaps, and they have a lovely place in the country 
— ail gable ends and ivy (and earwigs)— to which the Toreing- 
lON-Gfows&s are annually invited, and go down to spend a month 
or go, if nothing better offers. It is, therefore, worth the Tob- 
BnroTON-GowKRSs while to show some attention to the Bul- 
strode-Mahgolds when the latter come to town. 

The Chicksy-Worzblls scarcely belong to the same set as the 
Bulstbode-Mangoldb, but they are near neighbours, and it is 
good policy in the country to be on reasonably friendly terms 
with people whose land is only divided from yours by a low 
hedge or a narrow ditch ; so the elder male Mangold nods and 
good«morning8 Worzbll paternal ; and when the Mangolds give 
one of their big parties, the Worzklls are asked ; but it is an 
understood thing that the younger branches of the Mangold 
family are not to entwine too longingly with the Worzbll tribe, i 
who would be scarcely desirable 
as connections. 

The worst of it is, however, 
in this, as in many other oases, 
young Mangold and young 
Worzbll are great chums, and 
Bksbie Worzbll is rather 
pretty, and young Mangold 
thinks so. 

This season the Tobringtqn- 
Gowrrs, by some ill fate, have 
not been able to show much 
politeness to the Bolstrode- 
Mangolds. The T.-G.'s gar- 
den party came off the day 
before their friends arrived in 
town. On the night of that 
grand amateur dramatic and 
musical performance (at which 
: there was, you will remember, 
' a real ballet, danced by real 
ladies— dressed with dis- 
cretion), the unhappy Man- 
golds were unfortunately en- 
gaged to something heavy and 
j serious in Russell Square. It 
almost seems Mts.Torrington- 
Goweb protested, as though 

it were done on purpose. The . 

season would be at an end . 

directly, and the Mangolds left with a sense of injury. Bother 

the stupid people ! What could be dene for them ? 

A happy chance 1 On one of the last Patti nights Lady 
Pololo sent the Torrington-Gowers her box. Excitement pre- 
vailed; then bitter disappointment. They were engaged for 
dinner, and could not possibly use it. What should be done ? 

As by inspiration, somebody thought of the Mangolds. The 
girls are presentable, the old people passable, and how delighted 
they would be; but there was no time to be lost. It was past 
six already. 

By all that was provoking, when the Torrington-Gowers's 
scented note (paper as thick as the cover of an ordinary railway 
volume) arrived, papa and mamma had already started for the 
Adelphi, in time for the opening farce, taking the two girls with 



" Upon my word, my dear," said Mamma Worzbll, " I don't 
believe I've anything fit to go in." 

• *•**** 

If you had been there to see yon might, perhaps, better have 
understood how it was that, when Jack Pololo, who had dropped 
into his stall rather late, looked up to see whether the " old lady" 
had come, and saw the occupants of the box and told his mother 
afterwards— you might, I say, have perhaps better understood 
why Lady Pololo then and there struck the Torrington-Gowers 
off her visiting list. 

You might also have understood how the Torrington-Gowers 
writhed when they heard a faithful record from a third person 
of Mrs. Worzbll's red opera cloak and wreath of poppies, and 
how the whole party kept nodding their heads like so many 
mandarins to young Mangold and young Worzbll in the pit 
Probably the worst bit was when they dropped two of their books 
on to the heads of some persons in the stalls. They had bought 
a book each. " You're nowhere if you don't follow the words," 
said old Wobzell; and young Bodgbr said, "Let's have a 
whack of 'em, then. Is there any reduction if you take half 
t a dozen?" he facetiously in- 
quired of the itinerant book- 
seller running by the cab-side. 
No wonder there is now a 
certain coldness all round 
among the T.-G.'s, B.-M.s, 
and C.-W.'s. 



ANOTHER TREASURE OF A WIFE. 

Husband. Hire, my Love, Something for you— a Nbw Bonnet I 
Wife. Oh, Edward, you shouldn't be so Extravagant ! It's 

ONLY ABOUT SlX MoNTHS SINGS YOU BOUGHT THX LAST OnX. 



Young Mangold opened tip note, seeing it marked immediate, 
and was hardly delighted. He had contemplated Cremorne with 
young Wobzbxl. However, such a chance ought not to be thrown 
away. Better make a sacrifice. He therefore hurried off to the 
WoazEixs, who were up in town too, and staying at the " Lang- 
ham," but they had invited some friends to dinner. 

The friends were the Clavkbino-Bodobbs. I had not men- 
tioned them before, not oaring to load my story with vulgar 
details. There were three of the Bodgkr persons, and four 
Worzklls, in all eight, including young Mangold. To squeeze 
eight into the box was out of the question, but six might go, it 
was decided—" Four first, and two to follow, so as not to make 
such a crowd," young Wobzbxl suggested, and he and Mahgold 
decided on going to the pit. 



THB ONLY JONES. 

Pboplb are now not only talking 
about going ont of town, bat many 
really are going, and some are 
actually gone. 

Last nights are announced right 
and left, and among theatres already 
closed is the Court. 

The play, which has had a long 
and successful run with us, is now 
on its way to the country, and to 
thousands of our good cousins will 
come, for the first time, a bright 
vision of a graceful woman, look- 
ing fresh and oharming in her 
pretty white frock, Amongst the 
quaint old-fashioned furniture— a 
stage picture} no* easily forgotten. 
Ton must pot, therefore, my good 
cousins, neglect to go and see New 
Men and Old Acres, when it 
reaches your part of the world. Al- 
though not a very good pky itself, 
it is in all parts well, in one part admirably, acted. Yon will be 
mightily well pleased with Mr. Kblly's bltff manly bearing, and Mr. 
Arson's racy humour, and a wonderfully lifelike picture of a fat 
German ; but you will be delighted with Miss Trrry, or I am very much 
mistaken. 

The long-promised Zoe is a very wonderful production, and ought to 
prove a great draw, added to the other attractions of Messrs. Maskblyhk 
& Cooke 's clever entertainment. I have found out how it is done, I may 
mention, but I won't tell, of course. 

By the way, I never knew a lady so good at figures. She is quite 
equal in that respect to the most successful modiste. Thb 0. J. 



THINGS ON THB TABLE. 



A railway book with a pretty cover and a pretty title is, " For the Old 
Love's Sake," by Isa Duffus Hardy, and the story itself is well told and 
amusing. 

The St. James's starts a new volume with much spirit, and offers the 
opening chapters of a novel by Captain Hawlry Smart, told in the style 
that has made him so popular. 

In Charing Cross, Mr. Hattoh's story is continued with spirit. 

~~~~ _— x 0W BEADY. 

ALLY 8L0PEB TACKLES the EASTER V QUESTION. 
Seventy New and Original Illustrations, by Maris Dotal ; numer- 
ous Maps of the War, by A. Slopbr himself and a short Account 
of certain Singular Circumstances, by Charles H. Boss! The 
, whoU bound in a Coloured Wrapper. Price 6d. Post-free, Id. 
••JUDY" OFFICE, 78, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.O. 
And all Booksellers and Nswsagents at Home and Abroad. 
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SERVED HIM RIGHT. 

Emily. Of, isn't this REAunruL. Alfred ! I do peel to happy. 

Alfred [fond of tantalizing). That s right. By the ryt, I poboot to tell tou I am going out to-hioht ard phak't be home till Late. How do you feel so v 
Emily. Mdoh happier. Alfred. Why ? Emily. Blcauve I shall mow be able to go to Gay Spamcir's At Home, and you need mot sachifice 
yourself dear ! Alfred. Oh ! " 



THE UNIVERSAL BEMEDY: 
A Lay with a Moral. 

" v Thi Astronomer-Royal reports that the duration of registered sunshine 
last week was 40*5 hours out of 113*6 hours during which the sun was 
abort the horizon. This gloomy weather is the more noticeable, as we 
had some exceedingly hot days in the early part of the summer." 

ONG ere the summer-time was 
due, 
Sol Rave ui warm days, not a 
few — 
All clouds were put to rout 
of him ! 
Bat now that time is getting on, 
And summer soon will all be 
gone, 
The shine seems taken out 
of him 1 ~ 

Alas! this is a lazy age, 
When shortened hoars and 
higher wage 
Are what each one relies on ; 
1 And now e'en old King Sol, it 



Would fain denude ns of his 
beams: 
For Sol's above) — th' horizon ! 



Bat he at Judy's door whe knocks, 
Or, trembling to her letter-box 

Confides his jokelets meekly : 
He takes no heed of cloud or sun, 
In joy for what he's " been and done ; 

But scans her columns weekly. 



So, each and all may, if they will. 
In cloud or situ — 'mid good and ill — 

Find sunshine sempiternal. 
Keep this in view— that whether Sol 
Shine but an hour, or not at all. 

You still have Judy's journal ! 

[Moral : Twopence only. 



Interesting Experiment 
A contemporary says, in a recent article, " If you wish to know 
whether a man is superior to the prejudices of the world, ask 
him to carry a parcel for you." A fellow tried this plan, a few 
days since, upon a well-dressed man he met at a railway station. 
The well-dressed man took the parcel, and the other was satisfied 
that he teas superior to the prejudices of society — but he has 
not seen the parcel since. 



The Latest Thing in Warfare. 
A Swansea gentleman, with the best intentions, of* course, has 
invented a new engine of warfare. It is an 8-inoh ball that will 
carry a sword 14 feet in length 600 yards, literally mowing down 
every human obstacle in its path. In peaceful times it would do 
to out down trees with, of course. Why does not the inventor 
write to Mr. Gladstone for a testimonial ? 



Gauss and lffeet. 
Great indignation, it is reported, has been erased in the 
province of Assam, owing to an order issued by a native high 
priest that there is to be no more breeding of fowls. All who, in 
aisobedienoe of this order, persist in rearing fowls, sre threatened 
with eternal perdition. This seems rather extreme punishment ; 
but in order to comprehend how that native high priest came to 
fix upon the penalty, one has only to listen to a Cochin -Cbiaa 
rooster crowing. Then the reason immediately becomes obvioup. 



Digitized by 



Google 



144 



JUDY, OK THE LONDON SERIO-COMIC JOUBNAL. [Juw 25, 1877. 





Away— away I 



THE TWOPENNY TWINS.* 

THERE is no doubt about it. 
Sbe does think I am mad— probably dangerous. 
She has flov*n frcm the bouae, and, looking after 
~~ her, I eee her gesticulating wildly to the coach- 

man, and, seemingly, telling him of her narrow 
escape from the ragiug maniac 1 

Stay, Ihongh ! Perhaps she knows the truth, and 
ia on her way to the police-station. In a short 
time the myimidons of the law may be here aaking 

for explanations relative to the smothered babet 

Good gracions ! 
There's nothing at all smothered in that now 
welcome sound. They were actually only asleep, then, all the 
time. And twins can, seemingly, clumber wrong side up and 
extinguished by a cradle. There is yet something to learn in 
this world, even for a Major who has 
commanded on the ensanguined field 
of battle. 

Pipe up, my merry men ! Don't 
mind how much row you make — pipe 
up! 

Meanwhile, before the girls come 
back, let me try to set things a little 
bit straight. At present, our usually 
orderly apartments wear something 
of the aspect of the stage of * theatre 
during the pantomime season after 
a pelting scene. The first thing is 
to make sure there are no fragments 
of broken china lying about— or, 
stay, let me first look at the piano. 
, Confound this bottle ! it is spoiling something else now. 
Inadvertently I have placed it on the top of one of Ursula's 
water-colour sketches. The deuce ! 

****** 

Evidently I have adopted a wrong system in trying to wipe it 
with my pocketrhankerchief. Here are half a forest and the 
top of a mountain come off, and the sea has run over the margin. 

There'll be a row about this. 

****** 

There is a row about it going on at this moment, and some 
other rows about other little matters. The girls have come back 
in a body, and the first thing Batbeeba'b eye lit upon was a 
bit of her teapot, half hidden under the leg of the table. Mean- 
while Ubstjla is weeping over her water-colours, and Cassanuba, 
with tears in her eyes, is polishing the top of her piano. Luckily, 
she does not know that anything has happened to the inside. 
We are interrupted at this moment by a knock. Perhaps it is 

... the new nurse whom 
Ursula went to in- 
quire about, and who 
is to come on imme- 
diately, and high 
time it is she did. 
* * # # 

This is awkward 1 
It is not the nurse. 
It is a young man 
come to tune the 
piano. 

I dissemble whilst 
he raises the lid. 
But when I hear him 
say, •' Hallo ! " it oc- 
curs to me I might 
as well go for a 

stroll, and I go. 
More Mischief! * * * * 

I must confess, as I continue my walk, and the humble pea- 
sants I encounter by the way move on one side and respectfully 
salute me— I must confess I cannot retrain from asking myself 
whether I, Major Pekny, who baa led Hsr Majesty's forces (or, 
at any rate, a portion of them) to action, has not recently been 
placed in a somewhat undignified position. 

It cannot be denied that the business of nursing (particularly 

• Commenced in No. MO. 



in the case of twins) more naturally devolves upon a member of 
the other sex, whom it doesn't seem to worry quite so much, or, 
anyhow, they don't own to it. 

I have been perusing this morning, with much pleasure, an 
account of the reading of a paper by Mrs. W. E. Gladstone, at 
the Domestic Economy Congress at Birmingham, in which the 
writer urged strongly that the elementary principles of nursing 
should be added to the subjects already taught in schools, so that 
they mipht become part of the regular instruction of young girls. 
A child might be so taught to nurse as to give her what was 
really a high and holy aim. 

These are my sentiments, too, and it is to be regretted that the 
girls — Bathskba, 
Cassandra, and Ua- I 
sola — were not thus * 
instrnoted when 
young. ' 

The ribald scoffer 
might perohance 
anggest that, hith- , 
erto, they have not 
stood in any par- 
ticular need of such = 
knowledge, and that, 
in the ordinary . 
course of events, 

they were by no ] f 

means likely to do 

so now. 

But a truce to 'Halloo!" 

scoffers. Afflicted as we are by twins requiring an abnormal 
amount of nursing, an experienced competent nurse is a sine qud 
non ; and, from what I can learn, Mrs. Tootsy is the nurse of 
all nurses for us ! 

Indeed, from what has reached me, it would appear that Mrs. 

Tootsy would have been equal to triplets, and is reported to have 

said that she had been in a family with whom twins were a mere 

matter of periodical recurrence. 

With the aid of so valuable a person, I feel that I can manage 

the two Twoprnnyb without 
trouble. 

As I approach the house on 
my return, all is calm. I let 
myself in quietly and look 
around. In the passage is a 
bandbox, bearing the name of 
Tootsy. 
Impelled by natural curiosity, 
I I raise the lid, and discover a 

large black bottle, doubtless 
* containing soothing cordial for 
! the twins. I will taste it 
I have. It's gin ! 
At that moment the rustle 
of a skirt behind me attracts 
_ my attention, and a strange 

At it aoaxk ! voice ex claims ,— 

" What 1 you're at it again, are you ? " 
It is Mrs. Tootsy, who evidently does not know who I am. 



Distinction Thrown Away. 
" Indolence and tranquillity," says a writer who evidently means 
to be precise, "are two very different states of being; one 
is a torpor of the faculties, the other the solace of the passions." 
But young Hawhaw says he does not mind the difference ; either 
of the two is good enough for him. 

Very Considerate. 
At the instance of the Metropolitan Board of Works, a large 
number of benches have been placed in the gardens which 
now adorn the Thames Embankment, for the accomodation 
of the public. This thoughtful act is supposed to be due to Sir 
John Hogg, who enjoys his own seat in the House of Commons. 

A NOTHER CHANCE.— A. Slopbr baa recently observed an adTertise- 



-f* ment in a daily journal thus worded : — " To Gunpowder Manufacturer!. 
* ~" "to undertake t 

kb, late of R 
certainly the man they want, and be has written in. Meanwhile the n 



Wanted an experienced Manager, competent to und< 

extensive Milk" Fiold-Marahal Slopj 

certainly the man they want, and h< 

world-famed Pamphlet u aelling for the small charge of Sixpence. 



_. .. . the management of 

late of Ruaeo-Turkiah Campaign, is 
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IT HE FINAL FINISH 



1 



There was a Boy who went 
to school and was finished. 



' It's time the fellow went into coats/ 1 
said the fellow's father. 



When be was in coats, 
he was ! 



1 Here's a nice girl ; I'll offer to carry, 
that parcel." 



'J 



" Thank yon, I should be much 
obliged." 



"Ain't it a weight, 
though!" 



• You're carried it a long way too. Here's a 
penny for your trouble !" 



A LE880N FOB THE ETTS80PHILES. 
The fanatics who believe the Czar's pious assertions, and cried 
" Perish India ! " might (if they would condescend to learn any- 
thing) take a hint from Lord Kintobe, who, presiding at the 
annual dinner of the Strathbogie Farmers' Club, at Huntly, 
Aberdeenshire, proposed the toast of " Her Majesty's Minis- 
ters," and, in doing so, said that though " he differed from the 
present Government on general topics, no one could look to Lord 
Derbt and fail to come to the conclusion that he was one of 
those who, with his friend John Bright, would not run this 
country into war if it could be possibly avoided. He deprecated 
unseemly and unnecessary agitation, and urged confidence in 
Lord Derby, who, while striving to preserve peace, would not 
neglect to maintain the interests of the Empire.*' But this is far 
too sensible advice for those St. James's Hall politicians who, 
though they resemble Lord Kintore in this, that they can talk, 
can do nothing else but talk, and are unable to trust anybody. 



Sbakspeare Improved. 
The project, once so much in favour, of constructing a line 
of railway on the pneumatic principle from South' Kensington to 
the Albert Hall, is again being talked of. The idea is to have 
a large pipe or tube sunk in the ground, and to drive carriages 
through it. by atmospheric pressure. The question now is, 
" Tube be, or not tube be?'' 



Covering the Whole Ground. 
A resolution has beenpassed by the amiable enthusiasts who call 
themselves the Good Templars of Scotland, in favour of a bill 
♦being introduced into Parliament entirely prohibiting the manu- 
facture, importation, and sale of intoxicating liquors. Even the 
organ of the Good Templars calls this a " sweeping proposal." 
Anyhow, it is one which will '* besom " time before it is carried out. 



DISINTERESTED LOVE, 



Oh, hear me, sweet lady, 

Oh, hear me, I pray ; 
Nay, jburn not that fair face 

In anger away ; — 
If the love that I offer 

Suffice not to win, 
Consider, oh, scoffer, 

Consider my tin ! 

My heart is as true 

As cheap steel— and as tough ; 
It never can love you, 

I feel, half enough. 



But, still, hearts are trash, 
As I've often been told 

That the only thing lasting 
Is gold— gold — gold ! 

Oh, listen, my darling, 

I'd weep if I could, 
Bat you're not sentimental, 

And tears are no good ; — 
Only give me your hand, 

And I'll give my gold, 
And if you'll sell yourself, I 

Don't mind if I'm sold 1 



Parliamentary Vagrants. 
A bot was charged at the Thames Police Court the other day 
with the mysterious crime of being u found wandering." If 
this be an ofience against the law, some Members of Parliament 
— especially those Home Rulers who have been obstructing the 
debates — are in imminent danger, and should be prosecuted at 
once. 

Only to be Expected. 
It is announced that a ladies' rowing club has been formed 
at Surbiton, and it is expected that several lovely eights will 
prace the upper reaches of the Thames during the season. 
Nearly all the fair oarswomen are said to show a natural prefer- 
ence for rowing in pairs. 

A Difficult Passage for the Russians to Construe— The 
passage of the Balkans. 

A Town which seems Not Unlikely to change Hands — Tirnova. 
The Wrong Box — The confession box at St. James's, Hatcham. 
Decidedly a Bad Country to Beside In— A state of anxiety. 



Digitized by 



Google 



150 JUDY, OE THE LONDON 


SEKIO-COMIC JOURNAL. [July 25, 1877. 


NURSERY MORALS. No. is.-the 


SINFUL FOOLISHNESS OF SELF-SACRIFICE. 


Wi have, nowadays, most of us, got to be so plump and prosaic, that 


What else was there particularly worth living for, since Leonora was so 


that affair of young Jones seems like the " Arabian Nights' Entertain- 


false and heartless i 


ments'* to look back upon. 


I have several times since asked myself how it was I did not polish off 


When I tell you that there was a period in the life of the present 


poor young Jones that evening. Why did I spare him t 


writer when he went about thirsting for the blood of poor young Joins, you 


It seemed to me at the time that a few Joneses more or less could not 


who know me now but 


have been of much mo- 


as a bland, bald-headed 




ment, and I have since 


philosopher, who,- per- 




seen no reason to alter 


haps, rather dines too 




my opinion. 


well, as a rule, and 




But I spared him. 


•lee j* too soundly after- 




On recognizing his 


wards, will hardly be- 




insignificant back view 


lieve that it can be 




(be had always a mean 


true. 




look from the rear), I 


Yet nothing could be 




dropped behind a few 


truer — and to think 




paces, and let him go 


that I was one night, 




on. He went, uncon- 


twenty years ago, upon 




scious of the peril he 


the very point of polish- 




had run, and bade the 


ing off poor young Jones, 




toll-keeper cheerily 


and all about Leonora ! 




good night. 


Bnt you hare no idea 




This raised my wrath 


what Leonora was like 




again, but it was too 


twenty years ago, and 




late now, and I did 


when I was young and 




nothing. I muttered, 


slim I was a very des- 




"Let him go !" con- 


perate, not to say blood- 




temptuously, and he 


thirsty, person. 




went. 


It was a wild and 




Ten days later he was 


stormy night, and I was 




a dead man. 


walking home from a 




• * • ♦ 


certain party at which 




It would appear that, 


there had been osten- 




after all, Leonora had 


sibly going on — the 




only been flirting with 


tea, and the little music, 




poor young Jones, but 


and the negus, and the 




he had taken it all in 


plates of sandwiches, 




solemn earnest, on the 


and penny tarts from 




top of which he took 


the pastrycook's, handed 




something of a com- 


round afterwards — all 




posing character, and 


this on the surface, with 




was found with a sweet 


much pleasant smiling 




smile and bis spring- 


and a covert yawn or 




side boots on him by 


two, scarcely worth men- 




his affectionate land- 


tioning; but beneath, 




lady, very dead indeed. 


hidden from the know- 




The reflections arising 


ledge of the giddy 




from the contemplation 


throng, rage and fury, 




of the way iu which 


gnawing jealousy, and 




Leonora bore Jones's 


tows of vengeance, re- 




unhappy fate left me 


gistered 'twixt clenched 




more pleased than other- 


teeth, out in the passage 




wise that I had no hand 


on the parlour door-mat. 




in it, and I was par- 


For within, poor 




ticularly pleased to 


young Jones (then " that 




think I did not jump 


wretch," "that villain," 




into the water myself. 


" that miscreant ") was 




* • • • 


carrying on with Leo- 




The subject of the 


nora, and she with him, 




accompanying illustra- 


and everybody was no- 




tion you will readily ) 


ticing it — I most of all, 




recognise. 


glowering darkly in the 




If you come to that, 


background, biding my 




who among you, who 


time. 




have lounged happy 


But presently came 




years away among the 


the breaking-up, 




green valleys of the 


and he it was who 




Taunus Mountains — 


fetched the cab and held 




amidst the crumbling 


the opera cloak, and so 




ruins of Kdnigstein, 


on, and said last words 


Hohenstein, and Son- 


through the cab window, with his head very much inside. 


nenburg, do not remember the piteous legend of the soft-spoken Lunwio 


It was a wild and stormy night, as I mentioned before, and I was 
walking home with a tempest raging in my heart, when I overtook young 


and the only too credulous GUsela t 


Did he, or did he not, promise much and march away afterwards! He did. 


Jones upon Waterloo Bridge. 


Did she, or did she not, believe in him ever so much too much f She 


It was late, and the bad weather had driven most wanderers home. 


did of course. 


The lights on the deserted wharves below glimmered fitfully. The wind 


What a world this is, when you come to think of it, and how dead and 


sighed dismally through the arches. The bridge above was quite 


gone women were quite as pretty and loveable as any of you unborn ones 


deserted. 


will ever be, when he who writes this shall be among the dustiest of dust ! 


There wasn't much of Jons. Clutched suddenly from behind ? 


He came back did that Lunwio as per promise — as per' usual — a few 


• *••••• 


months after date, and she had drowned herself. 


It seemed to me, at that moment, that this ought to be done to Jones . 


For a few wretched little odds and ends— more like shankless buttons 


and then, for my own part, I might as well throw myself in after him. 


than aught else — they will point out to you the lake into which she, broken. 
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hearted, threw herself, and where he, returning all oter cicatrices and glory, 
plunged in after her, like a second Miles ha Bouoioault, without the ran. 

And if I did not know for a fact that this is all a wicked story, and : 
that that Ludwi* fellow, yon tee, nerer felo de se'd himself a bit, bat 
dreadfully exceeded the regulation in his measurement for new waistooats 
erer afterwards, I would feel improved. 

Tet they do say that his and her ghosts haunt that lake— probably 
in company with the geeses* ghosts who swam on it at the time of the 



What says the ©caf toon 3ont*untfotn upon the subject? Ah! what 1 



A1TOTHEB EVENTFUL DAT 
Ia ike Print* Life of an Undecided Gentleman. 

Halloo! Hal— loo/ Eh? Whait Speak up 1 Bh? 

Oh, it's you, Mrs. Dubble- 
r V And it's time to get 



VRisit? Ailright! 

Refection (comfortably 
tucked up in Bed, the room 
pitch aark, and "Solemn 
Silence reigning round"). 
— fonder whether it is all 
right, though ? 

Wonder what's the time ? 

Wonder what, in Goodness* 
name, is "up"? 

Mem,— One thing is jolly 
certain, 1 ain't. 

N.B.— No, no, Mrs. Dub- 
BLBCHnr, and d^sv't mean to 

Refection (after beating up 
pillow, and turning round 
luxuriously).— But, seriously, 
don's you know, I should 
really like to be told why I'm 
told "it's time to get up." 
Could I hare told Mrs. D. last 

night to tell me? Could ? 

Jore ! how jolly sleepy I am, 
to be sore! — can't think of 
anything ! 

N.B. — Then— don't. Mem. 
—I won't. 1 

Reflection.— Wonder, if I 
just hare forty winks, whether 
I shall recollect why I told 
Mrs. Dubblbchih to tell me 
"it's time to get up " I 

N.B.— Let's try Good 

, I will! 

• * # 

Eh? Why, bless me, 

must baVe ', been having 
" forty winks " lots of times 
oyer ! 

Jore! how jolly qdet 
this street is, to be sure ! 
"Qaiet as the country," 
asys Mrs. Dubbleohib ; and 
that just shows what she 

knows of the country! 

*Pcn my word, too, this Bed 

i» something like a Bed ! It , 

seems, really, almost a posi- 

tiye sin to leare it ; as that Poet fellow says,— 

•• Breathes there the man, with soul so dead, 
Who never to himself hath said. 
I love my Bed— my Feather Bed ! " 

Refection (on turning round again). —Wonder what is the time, though ? 
Quite dark still. Wonder whether that was Mrs. D. a-knocking at the 
door, or whether I only dreamed it after all ? I seem to have had a good 
lot of snoozing, and yet — hang it all ! I could do a whole lot more, I do 
believe I — I am sleepy, to be sure ! I— I 

Hal — loo / Why, confound it ! I do believe I actually dropped off 

again Why, it's dark still What's that ? A clock striking. Let's 

liiten One ! Two ! Three ! Four I Five ! Six ! Seven ! Eight/ 

Nora ! ! TEN ! I ! Bless and save us ! what's the meaning of this ? 

Refection (sitting up t and peering about).— Good Gracious me ! Of 
course ! Why, I forgot Mrs. D. had put up those new dark curtains 
she's been talking so much about. Ton my soul, you know, it's really 
foe bad going on like this to people without letting people know, don't 



yon know ! Why, hang it all, why I might have gone on stopping in bed 

for ever ! 

Refections (on getting into both).— Ugh. ! Booh t How jolly cold the 

water is this morning t There's my thermometer outside the window 

broken, too. Now I should just like to know how I'm to know what 

quality what-d'ye-callems I ought to put on. if I don't know what the 

registered temperature outside is? What a world this is— no end to 

one's troubles! Ton my word, there's " always a Something," as 

Whatshisvaxb says. 

• •••«• 

Reflection (in sitting-room, whilst ringing for landlady). — Now what, 

in Goodness' name, shall I have for breakfast this morning? Don't 

seem to fancy any thing Sausage? Bah! Savoury omelette ? Pah! 

Fried sole ? Worse ! Broiled ham and poached eggs ? Worser ! 

N.B. — Kidneys on an anchovy toast ? 

Good ! The very thing ! 

I could eat that!... 

Eh? What, Mrs. Dubblb- 

CHiif,— What, the butcher 

"hasn't got such a 

thing as a kidney about 

him"! Tnen why, Mrs. 

D.— I say, Why the Deosjt 

hasn't he t Who ever heard 

of a butcher without kidneys, 

I should like to know ? 

What's the good of a bntoher 

without kidneys, I should be 

glad to hear? Confound 

it ! this is just always the 

way I When I have, at last, 

made up my mind, somebody 

comes and unmakes it! Dash 

it! Hang it all!! Bothbb!!! 
* • « 

Refections (two hours later, 

in sitting-room, as before). — 

~How confoundedly cold I am ! 

That just comes of having 

clams t servants, who break 

one's thermometers! 

Then I did put on the wrong 
quality what-d'ye-may-call- 

ems! Halloo! Two 

o'clock ! Here's a pretty go ! 
^-lunch-time, begad! Now 
X shoold just like to know 
how I'm to get down my 
lunch when I've scarcely yet 

got down my breakfast ? 

Why, if I do have up a chop. 
I shan't be able to get it 
down ; if I put it off for an- 
other hour, I shall have to 
put off Dinner, which I've 
ordered for 6.30; and if I 
have only a glass of sherry 
and a biscuit (which I hate/), 
I'm certain sure to get quite 

faint before dinner-time 

Upon my sacred word of 
honour, the way I'm worrited 
from morning till night, first 
•by one thing and then by 
another thing, is something 
~~ " " " positively awful/ 

And this is all really Mrs. D.'s fault entirely, through putting up 
those confounded curtains — Corfourd Her ! 



New Ending to an Old Maxim. — •• Time is money,' 
the proverb. Doubtless this is true ; for do not many persons 
take it — and a g ood lot of it too — to pay their debts? 
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A SCABBOBOUGH BOMANOB. 

CHAPTER I.— "His First Siasoh-Ths Dmax." 
" Ya— as, dear boy, to a certain extent I agree with you ; but then, yon 

see, yon h aren't seen 

so much of it yet as 



this child has. To 
quote your own words, 

* How beautiful is 
this Scarborough I ' 
Ya- as, I esjjr, oh, 
ya +~ as I . « How 
health-giving are its 
breezes!' Ya— as, 
'specially when 
they're in the shape 
of a nice rasping 
lung - congesting 
Northeaster. ' How 
invigorating its sea- 
bathing ! ' Again, 
ya— as, when yon can 
get enoogh of it to 
oorer yon up to— say, 
yonr knees. 'How 
truly refreshing is the 
air on its Spa, and 
the grace in its ball- 
rooms ! ' Once more, 
ya — as ; but how 
much more awfully 
quite too much so are 
the airs and graces of 
the same places. " 

"The Cjnic now, 
as ever, Jack, even 
in this Rarthly Para- 
dise Yes, I do 

mean what I say; 
since I hare been here 
—since I have had 
the rapture, the in- 
finite Bliss, Jack, of 
knowing Her, it is, 
and ever will be ta 
me, an Earthly Para- 
dise Ah me, 

' those walks on the 
Spa — those little 
visits to Sakovt's— 
those whispered soul- 
oommunings at the 
table- oVhdte, under 
oorer of the general 
gay converse — those 
delicious dances after* 
wards — and then, 
that last stroll by the 
sea under the moon- 
lit sky— the tender 
Good-night— the ten- 
derer meeting, at 
breakfast again next 
morning — the— Ah ! 
Jack, but you — you 
can nerer hare felt 
what real lore is I 
What say yon, 

* You don't know 
anything of her be- 
yond that she's stop- 
ping at the tame 
Hotel — Boarding, 
home V Cynic again 
when I hare but to 
look in those glorious 
orbs to find there her Truth and— and all that. And why fiOl foul of the 
admirable system of the Hotels bare? Why, should I ever have known 
Htr had it not been through the medium of this most charming 
system I" ___^ - 

CHAFFEE II.— "Ira Win**" 

"Hallo, Jack, what, you here, of all people in the world!" 

"Only just passing through, on my way to Scotland. But how long 



hare you been here, and do you still keep up yonr enthusiasm for thee* 

Hotel— Boarding-houses, etoetera f " 

" Well— er-er— well, to teU you the truth, Jack, I believe I must 

hare been rather a donkey in those days. By the way, it was only this 

time last year, yet I 
seem any number of 
twelvemonths older. . . 
She took all romance 
out of me, Jack; and 
yet, I believed 
then in her Truth, 
and— and all that sort 
of thing, yon know, 
as much as I believed 
in her complexion, 
and— and aU thai, 

you know Well, 

yon see, she brought 
an action for Breach 

of Promise! No, 

1 do not like the 

* system ' now — ter- 
rihly mixed mob, 
aren't they! Sat 
next to fat dreadful 
old party at breakfast 
yesterday, who asked 
me to give her 'a'efe 
of 'am • ; but then, 
to make up for this, 
the two young ladies 
of the Hebrew per- 
suasion, who sat op- 
posite me, and whose 

• pa ' kept a flourish- 
ing greengrocer's ihep 
at the West-end, used 
to wear four different 

dresses per diem 

Yes, I'm off to-mor- 
row morning when 
my 'week' is 'up.'" 



—the Cheat Grand Duchess of Wuturunbadwatttrcf course -and she came aownnenclfthU fear 
to drink at the Springe, and, oh I didn't the Golden Youths rush down after her t intendsngjo 
pay any price to drink out of ike tame cup her Highness* lips had touched. * * * Her 
Highness took one little sip : " Yah I " said her Highness. Then, turning to the man-servant in 
\ she added, " Finish this for me, my good Fri&'—and he did. 



THE ONLY JOKES 

Moan theatres clos- 
ing. The Lyons Mail 
has started for. the 
country. After the 
"Mathias," this is, 
I think, the beat 
thing Mr. Ikvtjio has 
done, and Ii hope 
to see him in the 
same piece again, 
when he returns to 
London. In a few 
days the Prince of 
Wales's will dose, so 
if yon have not yet 
seen the admirable 
performance there of 
London Assurance, 
go at once. 

The Vaudeville 
goes on as usual : 
its fortunes, Boyed 
np as they are, are 
not likely to go down 
for some time to come. 
As for the future, 
they are going to 
have Brass at the 
Haymarket, and a 
Moonstone at the 

^ Olympic Both sound 

like money. 

▲ sham ttorn. ' ■ 

Uktil such time as it maw (appear ndfiisiile to introdtwe Au,f 
Slopke otherwise than he has been presented for the peel tern 
years, Mr. 0. H. Rons wishes to caution the public aga inst a . 
spurious imitation. 

Any genuine appearance of Ally 8lo*cb before the pohlio 
will be duly annonnoed hi these pegas. * - _ 
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THE PHOTO' FIEND. 



1. Xra. Birrnrhae eeet him down for * 1 At Uat, however, bo meeta * 8. Carried on by the impetuoai'y of 



bBowattbeeeaaftie. But poor old Birr* kind gentleman, who politely in- the kitod gentlemen, old'B. 
doetnt.know whet to do now he la there. vitea him ineide hia eataWfahmenl. attltudea foreign to hia nature. 



4. " Thia beautiful picture, ear ! One 
Shitting, earl!" Mr. B. niuatrAtee the 
feet that he haan't got a shilling. 



5. After a Uitle of thia aort of 
kJndneaa — 



6. Old Bir»' hurriedly retiree 7. Having a natural horror of blowe, he offera (with a 8. He departa quickly hence, 
behind a eereeju heert-peng) hia bi at church goer to anpeaae the fiend, a tedder and a wfeer man. 

[PJaV—Befil be a eorer one, too, when Mr». B. gett to know it. 



ANOTHER OF SIUPSON'S. 

'BoAmNyand truly, this is the only one! "• 

" ^ STAND and think 

upon the brink, 

, And still am not 

derided; 
8ome might have 
been so deeply 
loved. 
Some couldn't he 
abided. 

This world to me's 
a desert isle, 
Washed by a sea 
of trouble; 
Had mine not been 
a single heart, 
I now should have 
been double. 

That's Cabbis, 
there— how 
nice she looks I 
(She looks as 
though she 
knew it,) 



•But pgw about the other thirty fa Just's new book "Al 
•Jswr* 



the Way. 



She's half a mind to take a plunge, 

And half, too, not to do it 
Her Simmon, with a telesoope, . 

Feels mingled joy and sorrow,. t ,< i 
Hell take the plnnge this very day— 
# • * * * 

No— stop a bit— To morrow I 

MoBAL, FOB THB BbBBFIT OF PtOMOBBS.— WhCTC STC YOU when 

you're over head and ears? What's the goo£ of asking another 



party (a pretty female one, I mean) for her hand if there's a 
ohanoe of losing both your own feet afterwards? 
everything is getting! 



And how dear 



Giving him Bepe Bnoagfa. 

A Radical contemporary comments upon the mot, that during 
Mr. Gladstomb's visit to Exeter, the high sheriff of the county, a 
staunoh Conservative, willingly gave up his rooms at the hotel to 
enable the address to be delivered*. But It is not wise for the 
RaeHsJtf contemporary to rejoice too much over this; No Conser- 
vative- could more effectually discredit his political opponents, 
than by giving Mr. Gladstowb an opportunity of making a speech. 



The Beal Difficulty. 

A book has recently been published, entitled, "How to Live 
Within Tout Income." The advice is good, but if some bene* 
factor of his kind would kindly tell people how to live without it, 
he would confer a boon on thousands, 
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THE MAN WITH THE CONBCIENOE. 

I am a railway guard above bribery. 

If yon don t believe me, try it on. 

Eh ? I didn't mean— Oh, I see. Thank yon ! Smoke where 
you like, air. Thatfs all arijgkt enough. 

****** 

Bat I was alluding to that young gent who wanted to have his 
dog with him in the carriage. 

" Look here, sir, this won't do," I said. " Have you got a dog- 
ticket?" 

"Yes/' he said. 

M Well/' I Bftid, " he can't ride along of you in the carriage, 
at any rate. It's right 
against every rule and 
regulation ever made." 

"Well," he said, "the 
worst of this dog is, I 
don't believe hell ride 
any where else. But you 
can try him." 

"Tom don't catch me 
laying hold of the dog," 
said I. I knew a trick 
worth two of that. "You 
bring him out, sir, and 
put him in my van. You 
won't travel this way, that 
I'll take my oath to." 

What does that young 
gent do, then, but upa 
with his dog and carries 
it to my van, chucks it 
in, bangs-to the door, and 
jumps into his carriage 
just in time. 

The delay had pat us 
behind, and the engine- 
driver started at full 
speed. Though used to 
the thing, it was just 
about all I could do to 
jump on to the step, 
catching hold by only the 
door-handle. But when 
I went to open the door, 
that brute of a dog flew 
at me from the inside 
with the ferocity of a 
tiger. 

We were express for 
three- quart era of an hour, 
and there were two long 
tunnels. I had a time of 
it hanging on to that step, 
with that brute snarling 
and snapping, anil mak- 
ing jumps at the win- 
dow. 

I learnt afterwards his _______________ 

name was Captain, but ' — — — ■ 

if he'd been a colonel he couldn't have gone on worse, 
directors ought to take this here dog question in hand. 



katiring'djets self \#r off really most successfully. Yes, as I said 

before, the Seaside is most trying. I'm always as bilious as bilious can 
be; but them, as a mother, how eon I help myself f * * * * 

(2.) What Miss Amqelioa ds Bobimsom (bought about it. 

• • • • HiiQH-eo t At but, at but, and by "The Sea, ate Sea, the 

ever Free," shall I meet him— alone/ Dear, dearest PiJLmtaobmbt, 

onee more I press to these lips this belored note, whisk teHs me you 
will follow me to TrouTille, ".regardless of expense." — noble, oh, noble 
Plaeiaobmui J— "and there, by the Sad Sea Ware "—every as always, so 
truly poetical 1— " when 'The Silvery Moon is' "—what is this, '* wink- 
ing " f-a slip of the pern, ne doubt— "we can"— what is tats— "Aoes 
a good taUr't....„Ot course, dear, dear Plamtaoembt, o! eoatse you are 
right ; it would, nay, it mutt, indeed, be "good " ! N.B.— A% hewerer, 

I shant hare any time to 
waste, I must ascertain, at 
onee, about his property, and 
— howmuchf * •*• 

(8.) What Plamtaoemh 

Pons, Esq* had to say. 
• * * Java! Doosid sorry, 
now, I wrote that letter to 
Amob&ioa. Yes, doosidly 
doosid ! Ton my soul, if it 
wouldn't be a shabby sort of 
thing to do, I'd— Td Just 
forget all about it, and go 
quietly down to Broadstairs 
on the cheap. Why, I never 
oould satisfy the pa's little 

"wantbgs to know." 

Shabby? Well, but people 
do go in for shabbiness at 
the Seaside 1 Yes, Til think 
batter of the air at Trounlle, 
and see if J can pick up 
aa heiress at Broadstairs. 



(4.) Paterfamilias Ds Bob- 
litsoyr's Sentiments on the 
Subject 
Oobtouxd it all ! Why, they 
seem to think I'm made of 
B>oney I Wants to go to 
Trotrrijle — most expensive 
place in Europe ! — wants/our 
new "oostumes" for Am- 
qelioa, three dresses herself, 
and no end of "things" for 
the other girls. No, no, 
Mrs, &., no Trouvilles for 

you at ihie rate ! Let's 

see, now .Broadstairs ! 

Yes, Broadstairs is a nice, 
very quiet, and healthy 
place, tolerably cheap, and 
— -they tax wear out their 
oldclothesthere/** • # 



MUTE DEVOTION* 

Young Beginner (sol,) This is getting deuced absurd ! I've squeezed 

HHR HAlfD AMD ALL THAT SOBT OF THIKO, AMD TALKED ABOUT Mam's LONBLl- 
ME88, AMD DRIFTING DOWN THH STREAM. OF LlPB TOGETHER, AMD THAT SOW 
OF THIMO ; I WONDER WHAT ON EARTH A FELLOW'S EXPECTED TO DO NEXT ? 

[And it never occurred to him that perhaps he had been scarcely sufficiently explicit. 



The 



SOME SEASIDE SENTIMENTS. 
(From Several Different Points of View.) 

(1.) From MaterfamUias Be Robinson's Point of View. 
* * * * Tie, ray dear, this annual "onting" to the Seaside is rery 
trying, bat— how can we poor mothers help it I Look at the honse that 
must be whitewashed and painted ;— and then-rJoo* at the Dear Girls t 

Ah, my dear, I thought you would feel the force of that argumentum 

ad Aomisomething, as Robinson calls it Now there's my eldest, Angelica, 
past her nine-and-twentieth; and still on my hands ; and, of course, you 
know, it won't do for Flobimda and Clara to be pushed too forward till 
she is off. So Pre made up my mind to try and get off Amoblma this 
season at Boulogne, at ^reaviUe, or Dieppe. She's a wonderful one in 
the water— swims like a duck, aeon demand nap, aeatasjtiel fie*?$c 



Distance Lending Enchant- 
ment 

Mr. Vablky, the inventor 
of the Telephone, says 
that a singer's voice may be heard afar off, while the instrument 
on which that voice is accompanied, may be within eight of the 
audienoe. This certainly would be an advantage in many oases ; 
lor there are some vocalists who, the farther away they sing, the 
better they are liked. 



Alarming Hews from the Coast 
Gbkat consternation has been ocoaaione4 in a very genteel sea- 
side town, where every thing is of the vary properesc and most 
select description, by an announcement to the effect that " Wil- 
kihs 1 * Bluceyed Maid will leave the Fisherman's. Arms every 
morning at half-past eight o'clock precisely, and will run direct 
te Shtimadngton without stopping. Propriety wen soon satisfied, 
however, by it being presenltjtdiseoverea that H f tie BJufceyed 
Maid" was merely the name of a coach, and the " Fisherman's 
Arms oiiiv the bkb of a local hotel, pome alteration oq these 
names is contemplated before next season. ' ' ',.-._ 
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Interesting Cue. 

A 01NTLEMAN Write* tO 

Land and Water about 
two tame carrion crows, 
one of which he grieves 
to say has entirely lost its 
croak; and lie anxiously 
asks, "Can this be a cold, 
and if to, what is the 
remedy?" What does 
the gentleman say to pat- 
ting Mr. Crow's feet in 
hot water, and the appli- 
cation of a mustard poul- 
tice? Only he must be 
quiek about it, as the very 
mention of croaking sug- 
gests extremities. 

Popular Misapprehension. 
Colouied lithographs re- 
presenting the Colorado 
beetle in the different 
stages of its development 
are now placarded about 
the streets of London. 
They are popularly sup- 
posed to represent the 
characters in a new bur- 
lesque at one of the thea- 
tres. So blind are people 
to the efforts of their best 
instructors. 



Something on Account 
Thk contractors have now 
completed the repavement 
of the carriage-way of 
Fleet Street with wood 
from Ludgate Circus up 
to Bouvene Street, being 
a superficial area of 8,400 
square yards of paving. 
About 120,000 blocks of 
wood, it is announced, and 85 tons of asphalts have been used 
in this pavement It was probably too muoh to hope that the 



Excitement of Smith, who went to Margate became Brow*, 
Jcnbs, ato Robinson said they never went there; and here they 
all are in the first Visitor? List he takes up. 



City Commissioners would 
relay the whole thorough- 
fare right off— for even 
an Alderman does not 
eat a whole turtle all at 
once; but now that they 
have got the street half 
done, we may hope they 
have paved the way for 
the remainder. 



to catch his train, and, oddly 
unanswered to this very day. 



Quite Another Thing. 
Thk Russian Commander- 
in-Chief in Asia has issued 
a proclamation declaring 
that he is resolved to put 
down the revolt in the 
Caucasus with a' strong 
hand. Tet it is difficult 
to see what he has to com- 
plain of; for the Russian 
mode of treating all the 
nations they have con- 
quered— Circassians, 
Poles, and others— has 
always been simply re- 
volting! 

Awkward for Him. 
Bbownjonbb, who is a bit 
of a tyrant in his own 
home, was declaring very 
loudly the other morning, 
in the hearing of his wife, 
when he could not find 
something he wanted in a 
hurry, that there was a 
plaoe for all things. 
"Ah," said Mrs. B. softly, 
"if there really is a place 
for all things, then I 
wonder where you keep 
all your late hours V* 
Bbownjonbs left suddenly 
enough, the question remains 



"Q M AT THE SEASIDE. 

HE golden sand at Tenby 
> is a delightful change from 
the heat and dust of London 
pavements. The plashing of 
waves, at this season at least, 
is preferable to the din of 
Piccadilly, and it is more 
pleasant to be able, every 
morning, to look right across 
the Bristol Channel, and espy 
white houses on the Devon- 
? shire coast, than it is to see 
your opposite neighbour- 
shaving himself ! 

Tenby is a delightful plaoe. 
It is in Wales, at the ex- 
tremity of Wales, and yet it 
is not in Wales. It is in 
" Little England beyond 
Wales." Traces of the Nor- 
man, the Dane, and the pre- 
historic races cover the land, 
so many objects of interest 
There is Pembroke Castle, 



No watering-place existing has 

in the immediate neighbourhood. 

the cradle of the Tudors; Manorbeer Castle, where that most 

famous of mediaeval writers, Gkbald ds Babri, best known as 

Giuai^us Cambbknsis, firs* saw light ; and Carew Castle, which 

toy Dkvkaeux, Earl of Essex,, left to figure-at the E nglish 

Oomt a# the naost gesHJesaas> mi England The district in which 



are situate Lydstep, St. Govan's, the Huntsman's Leap, and the 
Stack Hooks, is as picturesque as any in Britain. Not far away is 
St. David's Cathedral— a u restored" memento of the time when its 
bishop was a rival of him who occupied the see of Canterbury. 

Tenby itself, surrounded by walls strengthened at the time of 
the Spanish Armada, is a plaoe where anybody whose wishes are 
bounded by moderation can enjoy himself. There is no railway 
within a distance of fifteen miles. Cockney visitors of the un- 
mistakable type are consequently few. For myself,. no plaoe 
can be more pleasant. After a dip in the sea from a machine 
belonging to " Mabt, the bathing-woman," with whom I am a 
great favourite, I take a walk with the Mayor, Mr. John Bowers. 
When I pass " The Lion," the band strikes up the tune that 
pleases me most. When it is rough, and a ship is in distress in 
the Roads, I go out in the lifeboat with Captain Jbssk, On 
Sunday I sit in the " Corporation seat," made comfortable with 
red leather and brass tacks, and within view of eyes that talk in 
language not spoken. I am having a delightful outing. 

Dear Reader, don't believe a word I am saying ! There is a 
railway running right into Tenby. The mediaeval walls have 
been broken down for the town to extend itsoU Mr. John 
Bowers has long since gone whither he is not expected to per- 
form magisterial functions. Captain Jesse knows Tenby no 
more. " Maey, the bathing-woman," has been succeeded by a 
company. The "Corporation pew" has been improved away, 
and equality seats now fill the church. The quiet castle of 
Manorbeer Is let to a speculator, to whom visitors have to pay so 
muoh a head. From Lydstep, and the other quiet places, the 
railway whistle is to be heard.. All things have changed, for it 
is at least seventeen years since I was at Tenby. " Mason's 
€Wdwto3enby" has recalled those dd days. <fc 
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*Whyt Well, you tee, although hi alwayt did pram her rowing, it it jutt now occurring to him that the hat been hard at it for nearly 
of hom% and does not turn a bit tired. " Upon my word, you know, really— ch t And then, if we ever did have a row — .'» 

[And she wai exporting ha would propoje that very day. 



THEOWN AWAY. 

ay a laaiirti Beblemaa. 

HUS all alone— too 
much alone— 

And some aaid 
aha was 
haughty: 

She never tpoke to 
no young men ; 

I think ahe 
thought it 
naughty. 

' There wae bat one 
who knew the 
truth— 

Himil invoke a 
enraeon; 

Born waa ahe to 
adorn a Peer, 

now she's 
wed a— pereonl 



from Bad to Worse. 

Tb*ab is not quite ao much talk as then need to be 

1 economy, as, indeed, there well might not be, for nothing 

a bees done reoently by any member of the Liberal party 

, by whatever atreteh of imagination, be called " reasonable/' 



The Blessings of Freedom. 
It is asserted, on the most unimpeachable authority, that for three 
whole days in one week, lately, there waa not a single birth in 
Naples, out of a population of 500,000 souls. Nothing of this 
kind would ever be allowed in England. If by ohanoe sny 
approach to such a state of affairs were to take place, a bill would 
immediately be introduced into Parliament to put matters right 

Hitting the Bight BaiL 
At the Lord Mayor's banquet to the Trinity House, Sir Guam 
Wolsjlby made some very teUing remarks about, the British 
Army. " He had," he aaid, " taken the trouble to thoroughly 
investigate the statements reoently made about the efficiency of 
the army, and he had satisfied himself that they were thoroughly 
inoorreot. Eastern Europe was now disturbed by one of the 
most fearful and horrible wars ever inflicted upon any people; 
and when a neighbour's house waa on fire it waa high time for 
every careful householder to look to hk engine. England's fire- 
engines were her army and navy, and, speaking in the name of 
his profession, he had no hesitation in saying that at no previous 
period was the army more efficient" Quite right Sir Gaenkt ; 
to look after the national fire-engines is a duty whioh every man 
of position " hose " to his country. 



MR. WARD HUNT. 



The public will* receive, with ajsmrbe and regret, the 
announcement of the death, at Homburg, on Sunday, 
July 29th, of Mr. Wasd Hunt, the First Lord of the 
Admiralty. This is not the piece for panegyric; no doubt 
a life marked by so mnoh that is admirable will have its 
fitting record at the proper time. 
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THE LATEST FBOM SLOCtTM PODGEE. 
(From Our Own OorrespoBdent) 
You will be glad to know we are all here. Indeed,' we have been 
very much here since you heard from us. All we want now is 
the season to begin, and a 
visitor or two to come 
down. 

I regret to say my bow- 
window room is empty. 
Unfortunately, I lost a 
chance the other day. 
Having given up all hope, 
I was Bitting at the win- 
dow in my thirt-sleeves, 
smoking, when two 
maiden ladies drove np to 
the door with their lug- 
gage, and, seeing my pipe, 
drove on again* They've 
got them at No. 2 on The 
Terrace. They get every 
one there ! 

Larbv IaxiixieisaB, 

A man with a bag— a 
stranger— has just arrived 
by rail. 

The entire juvenile 
population have turned 
out, and are offering to 
cany the bag. 

He won't have it carried. 
Intense excitement pre- 
vails, and we are focussing 
him with our field-glasses. 

A public meeting has 
just been held at the 
•• Royal," and it has been 
decided, by a large major- 
ity, that he must be a 
visitor intending to stay 
for at least a week, and is 
now taking notes of the 
town and its attractions. 
The question is, is he of 
a lively or a serious torn ? 
If the former, it is to be 
regretted that the Slocum 
Podger subscription brass 
band has not yet been or- 
ganized this year. 

If, however, our valued 

townsman, Mr. BmowN of the grocery stores, were to oblige with 
a trombone solo on the Cliff? It might be a lowering thing to 
do, as a general rule, but, on this occasion, when the well-being of 
the whole community is at stake 

BaowN says he will see the whole community Mowed first A 
vote of censure has been passed on Brown, and it has been 
decided he is no gentleman. 

Still Latss Ihtklliqsjkjb. 
A frightful discovery has taken place. 

The man with the bag has no intention of stopping here, and 
what refreshment he takes he has brought with him in a bottle. 

This, however, horrible as it is, is not all ! Worse remains to 
be told. 

It has now been ascertained, without doubt, that the man with 
the bag is interested in the London sewage, and is looking for a 



spot where he can bring the main sewer up to from the place 
where it is now, and he wants to empty the sewage here. 
The town is up in arms. 

It will be lucky forthe man with the bagif he gets away again alive. 
A dark rumour is current relative to the contents of the bag 

itself, which, however, it 

would be unsafe to par- 
ticularize in the absence 
of corroborative evidence. 



A LITTLE STORY 

Unaccountably emitted from all the Guides to all the Watwing-placet). 

" You hob't Look Well, Miss Pbhtohvulb." 

" No. Tab Sea bid* doesn't agree with he ; I stop as loho as ever I 

GAE, AMD THEE GO BACK TO ToWH TO GIT WELL." 



TH1N68 ON THE TABLE. 

Whee I first took the book 
called "Helen's Babies" in 
my hand, and read some 
thirty or forty pages, I ar- 
rired at the conclusion that 
it was about the most vnlgar 
and stupid trash that had 
yet reached ns among 
all the vulgar and stupid 
trash that has lately been sent 
here by the "comic" people 
in America* but, at the same 
time, I had no doubt that it 
would sell well. I am of 
the same opinion still with 
respect to the merits of the 
work ; but, luckily, we do 
not all think alike, and I 
know for a fact that - of 
" Helen's Babies " nearly 
two hundred thousand copies 
have been sold in England. 
Among the many editions 
published, with more or lest 
of the author's permission, 
the illustrated one issued by 
Messrs. Wares & Co. is 
decidedly the best ; and the 
illustrations, by Mr. H. Tuok, 
are very good indeed. 

The Messrs. Warns have 
followed up the great seeeess 
of their first venture by com- 
mencing a " Helen's Babies' 
Series " of American reprints, 
which seems to me a capital 
idea. One of the books 
published has a quaint title 
and a quaint cover, and a 
frontispiece which is original 
and clever. The book is 
oddly named " Me ! July, 
and August, " and tells the 
story of a young wife in her 
country home in America; 
and it is fairly well told. The second book is called "Brother Billy, 
Dorry Baker, and Bobby Short, 1 ' a title in favour of which I can say 
Httle, except that most likely it will sell the book, and I should think 
middle-class women would be the principal purchasers. 

Messrs. Hardwiok & Bogus have just published the first part of what 
promises to be a valuable work— Industrial Art. I shall be glad to note 
its progress on future occasions. 

With a bright and clever cover by Faustib, has been published by 
Mr. W. Reeves an amusing account of a trip to America, translated from 
the French of M. Jacques Offbbbagh, the author of the f * Grand 
Duchess." 

A volume of lectures, political, social, and religious, by Joseph ^Sidret 
ToMKDfe, Citissn and Loriner (Charing Cross Publishing Company), is a 
work of considerable merit, but hardly one to be noticed at length in the 
columns of a comic paper. 



m "TWOPENNY TWINS" again tuxt week. 



CADBIM 



S 



Many cannot take ordinary 
Cocoas because they are mixed 
with starch. Oajdbury's Es- 
senoe is Genuine; it is, there- 
fore, three times the strength 
of these Ooooaa, and a refresh- 
ing beverage UkeTea or Coffee. 



3 URE! 

SOLUBLE!! 
REFRESHING!!! 



COCOA ESSENCE 



LIEBIG'S 
LIQUID 

EXTRACT Of BEEF, wax****.* &**. (w^™, ^gits. 



LIEBIG'S 

TONIC WINE. 
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Stores, 12, Cloak Lane, E.G. a*4 an Wine Deafen. 
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THE TWOPENNY TWINS.* 

I bav£ serious doubts with regard to the woman Tootsy. 

To a certain extent I am williog to allow the woman Tootsy 
might have been justified in addressing an unknown person she 
found sipping out of her gin bottle, with some amount of abrupt- 
ness. 

The words, "You're at it again, are you?" although they 
might be taken to imply a foreknowledge on her part of my 
being in the babit of being at it whensoever an occasion offered, 
did not, however, necessarily mean quite as much. Considered as 

a mere ordinary figure of 
speech, the observation 
loses something of its offen- 
siveness, yet, I repeat, I 
have serious doubts with 
regard to the woman 
Tootsy. 

Does, or does not, the 
woman Tootsy look up to 
and respect me, as a per- 
son in her position ought 
to look up to and respect 
her employer? 
I don't think it. 
With all the sternness I 
can call into my features 
at a moment's notice, the 
spirits having taken a 
little of my breath away, 
I turn upon Tootsy, at 



iiiiiiiiiiiiiiJijiiiiuHifliii^iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiin 

Tootsy's.. Meal-time. 

the same time replacing the cork in the bottle, and ask whether 
the bottle is hers. 

" It ain't yours, anyhow," says Tootsy. 
There is truth in this, though it be -blended with a certain 
amount of disrespect I therefore say, with quiet dignity, " I do 
not dispute the fact, but I ask for further information." 

" You hand it over, will you?" says Mrs. Tootsy. " I don't 
snow bow long you've been at it, but there's a third of it 
gone ! " 

" If you intend to insinuate that I have taken " I begin 

with what I trust is pardonable warmth, but she breaks in 
upon me. 

She says, " Well, of all the bare-faced ! Why, I saw you with 
my own eyes ! " 

" I feel I am losing dignity if this goes on much longer, and 
must at once put matters on their proper footing. I therefore 
say,— 

" You do not appear to be aware, Mrs. Tootsy, that you are 
addressing the master of this house. I— I am Major Penny ! " 

"I'm sure," says Mrs. 
Tootsy, with candour, "I 
didn't know who you were 
or who you weren't, but I 
don't see what business you've 
got interfering with my things, 
and it's what I never did, and 
never will, stand from any 
person alive ! " 

In making this declaration 
Mrs. Tootsy raises her voice, 
and the sound of it brings 
the girls oat into the passage. 
As it is my custom to avoid 
personal altercations of any 
kind before the girls, I deem 
it, at this point, politic to cut 
the argument short with an 

TOOTST't SHAKB.UP. affaWe g,^ ^ g ay> .. Cer . 

f ainly, Mrs. Tootsy, it's all a mistake, so we won't say any more 
about it. 

Mrs. Tootsy's face speaks volumes, but she happily remains 
silent, contenting herself by tipping np the bottle, and forming 
a close calculation of the quantity missing. 

This conduct on the part of Tootsy is, I must own, anything 
but what it ought to be, and I have the strongest possible desire 
to then and there order her out of the house. But how can I do 

9 Commenced in No. 680. 



bo without entering into details— and before the girls that would 
be impossible. 

Besides, this nurse has been too much trouble to get, for us to 
lightly part with her. 

The only thing, then, left for me to do is, for the present, to 
ourb my indignation and to bide my time. 

Meanwhile, Tootsy's behaviour continues to be trying. One 
of Tootsy's rules — and one that must be broken, on no 
account — is, that Tootsy shall not be disturbed at her meals. 
Tootsy's meals are four per diem, with hot meat at each and 
bottled stout at two of them, and between whiles at regular 
periods. 

If the twins have convulsions 
during Tootsy's meals, it is of 
no consequence. She is not to 
be disturbed. 

I have the misfortune to leave 
my bat and gloves in the room 
where she is dining, and don't 
dare to go in and fetch them. 

Fortunately I am unobserved, 
so there is less loss of dignity 
about it ; but I sit on the bench 
in the hall three-quarters of an 
hour waiting till Tootsy has 
quite done before I can obtain 
possession of my property and 
go out for a walk. 

In her treatment of the 
twins, Tootsy is, to my think- __ . A ^ „_ 
ing, peculiar; but as I am in- Too * T8 Gwu3P ***** **«■ 
formed, upon the best authority (Tootsy's own), that she is 
a woman of great experience, I, am afraid to make a sugges- 
tion. 

I can't help thinking, however, if the eldest twin is shaken 
up much more, something will be displaced in his youthful 
interior. 

Again, although I own the twins' noses were a disappointment 
to me when I first saw them — for ours is a family with noses with 
some character about them — I have doubts respecting the mould- 
ing process adopted by Tooiby. 

According to Tootsy, you may put any shape you like upon 
a baby's nose, if you begin early enough, and tweak it hard 
and often enough in the required direction. If, in the case of 
these poor unhappy twins, Tootsy has taken the handle of Aldgate 
pump as her model, I think the twins' noses already give great 
promise. 

But, of all things I have to complain of, I complain most of 
Tootsy's want of respect. 

I have just been on a tour of 
inspection in the nursery, and 
have made a few passing remarks, 
that have been received with 
snorts of defiance, in a low but 
de terrain ed tone. 

I am now taking my afternoon 
constitutional, and observe some 
surprise in the expression of per- 
sons whom I encounter. 

I wonder as I walk. Then pre- 
sently a boy makes an unseemly 
remark in the rear of me. I turn 
quickly, and catch a glimpse of 
something white which turns with 
me. 

I turn again quickly and it turns 
quicker. 

The boy laughs— other people 

Jaugn. Gbobb Indignity. 

I get very hot and angry. 

The mysterious something is beyond my reach. 

I make a wild snatch at it. Good heavens ! who has dared 

It is a duster, and it has been attached to my coat-tail by 
a pin! 

As I occupy a position directly in the centre of the village 
high street, endeavouring to get hold of the confounded pin's 
head, molten fury fills my breast. 

If this is Tootsy's work let her look out. 
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P I L L B U RY'S PEACH. 



Chapter 1. — "Pootyest bit o' blossom as 
ever I sec," said Pillbubt's Gardener. 



Ohaptib 2. — "You think it will come to some- 
thing ! " inquired Pillburt. u 'Ealthiest and for- 
rardest peach as I can see — for the time o' year, 
air," replied the Gardener. 



Chapter 3. — " Caught 'im within a 
hinch of the fruit ; if I'd a been a minute 
later Vd a spiled its beauty !" 



f 

r 
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Chapter 4. — "All we 'as to guard against now 
is slugs, snails, and hants ; and I think you'll say 
this soot '11 do it, sir/ 1 



Rt 



Chapter 5. — "Ain't it a picter, sir? 
Now, to-morrow morning, not sooner nor 
not later, it '11 be ready to pick." 



Chapter 6. — Somebody was evidently 
of the same opinion ; but insult need 
not have been added to injury 1 



THEN— AND— NOW. 

It was bright and sonny weather, 

Once upon a time, 
When we two did walk together, 

Onoe upon a time 1 
I was young, and she was pretty, 

No thought of care came ns between; 
I was hopeful, she was willing — 

Care and trouble unforeseen. 
Truly 'twas delightful weather, 
WheD, band in hand, we roamed together, 
Once upon a time ! 
* * * * * 

Now, confound it ! we are married 
I fear we both wish we had tarried, 
Once upon a time 1 



SETTLED. 



House of Commons, Wednesday, Aug. 1, 1877. 

MESSRS. Parnell, Biggab & Co. We don't intend to be obstruc- 
tives. 
k Mr. Knatchbull-Hugessen. But you are obstructives. 

Sir William Habcoubt. Really, you are obstructives. 

Sir Stafford Nobthoote. You mayn't know it, but there's no 
doubt about the fact, you are obstructives. 

Sir P. O'Brien. You're dashed obstructives. 

General Chorus of 164. You're the obstructivest obstruc- 
tives that ever we did see. 



THINGS ON THE TABLE. 

Axohg the August magazines I turn first to my old friend The Dublin 
University, in -which this month appears a well-written and entertaining 
article upon Mr. Ton Taylor. Everybody knows Mr. Taylor as one of 
our best art critics, one of our most popular dramatists, and the Editor 
of Punch ; but not many, probably, have beard that he wrote his first 
farce over a quarter of a century ago, in partnership with Mr. Ksox, now 
the Marlborough Street magistrate. 

This is the best number of the CornhiU we have had for a long while — 
a capital number. "A Study of Lower Life" is the very reading for a 
lazy hour among the trees ; and of the many papers we have had lately 
about "Francois Villon, Student, Poet, and Housebreaker" (by the way, 
why not murderer and atheist also, if he iB to have all his titles ?), the 
most amusing is certainly that here given. 

The pictures in this month's Belgravia are good. There is a brief but 
readable article on the Opera Ballet, by Mr. H. Barton Baker, and a 
clever paper by Mr. Richard A. Proctor on "Some Astronomical 
Paradoxes." Although I cannot say much in praise of the pictures in the 
Holiday Number, I can recommend the stories and articles it contains, 
which are pleasing enough. 

In the Gentleman's Magazine, Mr. McCartby's clever story is the lead- 
ing feature, but there is a very interesting article, by Mr. T. A. Trollops, 
on the " Mafia and Omerta in Sicily," which you ought not to miss. 

The readers of Temple Bar will gladly wejcome back Mrs. Edwardes, 
who this month begins a new story, written in her most amusing stjle, 
and happily called a " Blue Stocking." 

In Tintlty, Mrs. Alexander Fraseb's story of a " Maddening Blow " 
is exciting ; and there is a clever article by Mr. Godfrey Turner, called 
"Shakespeare made Easy," which ought to be much resd and talked of. 

In MacmiUan, a paper on a "Scottish Elia," by the Rev. John Ser- 
vice, is full of mournful interest. 

The feature in the Charing Cross is Mr. Adolphus Bosehbero's ad- 
mirable article on " The Beal and Ideal Jew." 

" Doing and Dreaming" (Nimmo) is a clever story for young people. 
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A 8EMJIHE 8RIEWAN0E. 

To Judy. 
Madam,— Here ! I say ! 
Come, you know ! I am 
not having a fair chance. 
Here are the papers all 
occupied with the war or 
the idiosyncrasies of the 
London detective police; 
and what space Scotland 
Yard does not require is 
devoted to the Colorado 
Beetle and the rubbish 
nttered by the obstructive 
Irish M.P.8. It is not 
fair. I am only a poor 
sea-serpent, it is true, 
bat we all have our 
rights. The dead season 
is peculiarly my time; 
yet, with the exception 
of a little appearance in 
connection with the Roval 
yacht, I have not had a 
line in the papers for 
weeks. I don't intend to 
stand it By this time, 
if things had been as 
they should be, I should 
have been discovered 
curled up in the fountain 
in Trafalgar Square, try- 
iog to swallow the Nel- 
son Column; or stuck 
fast under Hammersmith 
Bridge, waiting for the 
turn of the tide ; or mak- 
ing the tour of the Ser- 
pentine; or lifting my 
head out of the water in 
the Floating Bath, near 
Charing Cross, and ask- 
ing for a clean towel. 
Should not some of the 
newspaper people speed- 
ily awake to a sense of 
their duty, I shall be off 
across the Atlantic and 
appeal to the American 
papers— into which no 
record at all doubtful 
over finds its way— to do 
me justice. But I trust 
this will be unnecessary. 
Meantime, I am, Madam, 
yours very sulkily, 
Thb Geiat Sia-Sbbpbht. 



TH E SWAN: An Idyll. 



Settling the Point 
Mb. Dabwin satisfac- 
torily decided that a 
man and a monkey were 
originally much the 
same thing. Professor 
Haboxbl thinks differ- 
ently. "We are justi- 
fied," he says, "in sup- 
posing that the primitive 
man must have been a 
woolly-haired prognath- 
ous dolioooephalouB being, 
of a dark brown or black- 
ish colour." This de- 
scription has the merit of 
being simple, anyhow; 
and the beauty of it is, 
that the Professor does 
not use any .hard words. 



SWBBT flWAK I 



Buds, Vulgar, Violiht Swajt ! 



THE 80IENTIFI0 AID THE 

UN80IEITIF10 WAY. 
One of those scientificper- 
sons who are prepared to 
explain everything, has 
given the following di- 
rections for producing 
certain phenomena with a 
shell:— "Take a shell 
in the hand, cause it 
to move quickly through 
the air, and then bring it 
into immediate contact 
with the organ of hear- 
ing. What happens ? 
Every muscle in the body 
is always in a state of 
tension. Some are more 
on the stretch than 
others, particularly those 
of the fingers. It is con- 
ceded that the vibrations 
of the fibres in those 
fingers being communi- 
cated to the shell, it 
propagates and intensifies 
them as the hollow body 
of a violin does the vibra- 
tion of its strings, and 
thus the aooustic nerve 
receives the sonorous ex- 
pressions." At this point 
one can imagine an un- 
scientific person exclaim- 
ing " Wonderful ! Why, 
in my young days' we 
just brandished the shell 
about a bit, and then 
listened!" 



Another Chance for Him/ 
Some genius, who evi- 
dently has abundance of 
time on his hands, has 
found out that within the 
hundred years which be- 
gan with 1849 and will 
end with 1948, there will 
be seventeen years each 
of which will have fifty- 
three Sundays to the 
twelvemonth. Perhaps 
he will now calculate 
how many sermons will 
be preached on those 
Sundays, and how many 
persons will go to sleep 
in church while they are 
listening. It is true that 
the result will not be 
worth a straw when it is 
arrived at, but that is the 
way with statistics. 

From the Coast 
The recent little instal- 
ment of sunny weather 
has taken people so 
much by surprise, that 
a contemporary actually 
talks of the " burning 
sands." The description, 
is fitting in one respect, 
certainly ; for children 
are always "playing on 
them." 
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Happy as the Day is Long, of course 1 Know better than to 
believe that. Why, the poor wretch has scarcely two hundred 
a year, and she has — to make her own frocks' ! 
And the other case, Miss No. 1, how about her? 
Well, I'll tell you. A few weeks ago, amid the hurry and bustle 
of Charing Cross Railway Station, I came upon an old friend I 
had not seed* for years. He was so prematurely aged, so grey, so 
lined, wrinkled, and haggard, and— oh ! so hopeless-looking, that 
I was inexpressibly shocked. I asked the usual questions— How 
was he? Where was* he "off to" then? Shirking the first,' 
he answered my second question. " He was then on his way to 
the Seat of War— had volunteered for the Turkish Army." 
" Had things: not gone well with him — he looked so-so 

altered t " " No, things 

had not gone well with him. 
That little affair "—this with 
a ghastly attempt at a smile 
— " for instance, at No. 1 had 

not gone well Oh, only 

the old story — another of her 
'Little Flirtations,' and— 
and my income was less 

than she thought it was! 

By- bye.? 

* . * ♦ ♦ 

It was only yesterday that 
I heard poor old Jack was 
shot dead at the head of 
his regiment, in his first en- 
gagement, and to-day I »se 
the announcement of the 
marriage of Miss No. 1 to 
an elderly cotton-spinner of 
enormous wealth. " She 
has landed a big fish at 
last ! " sneer envious friends ; 
"but-how about all the 
poor small ones she has 
ruthlessly . left — gasping in 
mortal agony, deserted, deso- 
late, dying— on the green 
river-bank ? Does she ever 
bestow one little thought on 
theset No, 0, toNo!" 

What a jealous, envious 
world is this, to be sure ! 
How unkind, how unchari- 
table some of us are some- 
times, I take it ! What o» 
earth have "those others" 
got to do with her ? Nothing, 
my dear Ma'am, and you, 
too, dear Young Lady, who 
would go and do likewise 
yourself had you one-half the 
chance of Miss No. 1. If she 
chose to keep her head while 
others lost theirs, surely that 
is their lookout— not hers ! 
She acted up to a principle, and has met with her reward. I 

What do you say f You know somebody who knows her 
" own maid," and you hear that the elderly Croesus has an awful 
temper, and that he killed his first wife. You also hear that, on 
one occasion, the maid being in the room, unknown to her mis- 
tress, then saw her go to her desk, unlock it, and, taking out a 
leek of hair and faded photograph, fall to akissiog them and 

weepiag over them, as though her very heart were breaking. 

And you actually mean to tell me that there's a very Serious 
Moral in these two little Tales? 

Pooh ! my dear Reader, pooh ! How, I demand— how, in 
Goodness' name, could you ever oome to entertain snch an idea ? 

A8K YOUR BOOKSEIiLEB FOB 
ALLY 8L0PER TACKLES the EASTER V QUESTrOV. 
Seventy New and Original Illustrations, by Marie Doval ; numer- 
ous Maps of the War, by A. Slopbb himself, and a short Account 
of certain Singular Circumstances, by Charles H. Boss. The 
whole bound in a Coloured Wrapper. Price 6d. Post-free, 7d. 
" Irresistibly mirth-provoking."— The Derby Mercury. 



THE SEVEN SINS OF THE SEVEN AGES OF WOMAN. 
(Being Easy Essays with an Easier Moral.) 

BUT THE FOTJBTK- " THE LITTLE FLIBTATIOE." 
Fob the Young Lady ambitious to attain the proud distinction of 
becoming " paat Mistress " in the great Art of Flirting, it is re- 
quisite, imprimis— That She should acquire certain qualifications 
necessary for the part ; and, secundo, which is more important 
still, that She should deprive herself— get rid of, in fact, certain 
other ones She, in common with her sweet sex, are generally 
supposed, by the public at large, to be in the possession of. 

The qualifications the would-be Flirt has to acquire are — 
Knowledge of the Male Animal ; Tact in utilizing that Know- 
ledge; the Bump of Lo- 
cality ; the Ditto of Oppor- 
tunity ; and the Fine Art of 
Dressing— is., Showing off 
herself to the very best ad- 
vantage. The Article She 
will have to dispense with 
is — A Heart, with its usual 
attributes; for a successful 
Flirt must, on ne account, 
possess that article, in its 
generally understood signifi- 
cation. Au oontraire, the 
would-be flirt must treat her 
Heart as She would her ma- 
tutinal sponge, and squeeze 
it— squeeze it carefully dry; 
every drop of natural " feel- 
ing, H of foolish " sentimen- 
tality," of girlish "tender- 
nesses," of affection for the 
"Wrong Man," and com- 
punction for sufferings of the 
Male Heart must be squeezed 
out with religious care. Yes, 
indeed! For the Heart of a 
successful Flirt must, in 
point of fast, be reduced to 
the practical utility of a 
well-conducted Calculating 
Machine. In oases where 
this recipe be not rigidly 
carried out the Flirt, as a 
success, is absolutely No- 
where. 
And 



to point the 
Moral ef the above remarks, 
let me present you with the 
History of two most sweet 
little Flirts, and which His- 
tory, I hope and trust, you 
win find correctly corrobo- 
rates my theory, and perfectly 
points my Moral 

There lived then, not very 
long ago, in the same street, 
two as pretty young Flirts as ever you saw, and each, in their seve- 
ral ways, net* particularly addicted to their " Little Flirtations." 
But, while the Young Lady residing at No. 1 was a Flirt of quite 
the correct pattern, according to the recipe as per above, boasting 
indeed a heart from which every drop of " foolish sentimentality," 
and ridiculous " feelings ". that appertain to what is politely called 
the weaker sex, had been religiously squeezed out, her young 
friend and neighbour of No. 2 set the recipe at defianoe, conduct- 
ing her " Little Flirtations " upon a principle as preposterously 
unpractical as it was absurdly natural. 

Now just see the awful result of this last little Flirt's stupid 
and bad method ! 

She entered on a " Little Flirtation " with a youthful Curate 
because he had deep blue eyes, and looked " so sweetly pretty " 
in the pulpit, and, her heart not being properly squeezed dry, 
after the process of her friend and neighbour, she positively 
allowed the " Little Flirtation " to drift into an actual attachment 
for this most " Wrong Man." 

She is now Mrs. Curate, and though she declares she is as 



THE WAY OF ALL FLESH. 

British Workman No. 1. Well, Tom, how's Thikqs goihg how ? 
B. W. No. 2. Goisa ! Wht, under a Hexeootioh ! We've got 
ihe Brokers in, as per usual. 
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III THE DORMER. 
Evebt rational 
person is agreed 
that the eoene late- 
ly enaeted in the 
Monee of Com- 
moM «ai «Ue- 
graoeML Thai a 
get of wMdMOdr 
be fonnd to behave 
as the crew of 
obstructives be- 
haved daring the 
passage of the 
South Africa Bill 
through Commit- 
tee, wonld not 
have been credited 
had not the proof 
been famished. 
If the Bffl had 
been a measure 
lor restricting the 
sale of whisky in 
Ireland or abo- 
lishing wakes, or 
tsUng away from 
an Irishman the 
traditional; right 
of shooting his 
landlord or the 
agent, I could' 
understand the 
reason for oppos- 
ing its passage 
through Commit- 
tee. Scarcely an 
Irishman, ' how- 
ever, would pre- 
tend that the 
South Africa Bill 
infringed on any 
of his rights. I 
consider Mr. 
Pongo of the 
Aquarium a much 
more reasonable 
being than any 
one of these ob- 
structionists. 

In general so- 
ciety, at the Clubs, 
and in several 
newspapers of 
both pouHoal com- 
plexions; it has 
been said that the 
Government is 
partly to blame 
for the disgraceful 
scene, and that it 
was beneath the 
dignity of the 
House of Com- 
mons to organize 
opposition, in the 
way it did, against 



THE ANNUAL OUTINQ! 



Mr. MonmmmU to hit Eminence St. Paul I wonder, P., you don't complain of the Smoke * 
Saint Paul. It'a beneath me, Sir ! 



Some people say how absurd it is to go to Foreign Cities in search of the Picturesque. Of 
course. Why not go to the Thames Embankment ? 



Little BiBTOHBAP goes to Bamsgate to enjoy the Sea Air— ("Pipe-lights, sir, 'ap'nny 
a box ! " )— and to listen to the Music of the Wares— (' ' Same Old Game" )— and because he 
likes to dream away the day in a chair on the 8anda— (" Margit 1 Margit ! 'Bus just going 
to start!" u Have a nice sail, air ! ") 



the tactics of the 
crew of obstruc- 
tion ists. But 
surely no other 
means are afhand, 
or at least have 
been suggested,*© 
produce the result 
accomplished. It 
may be undigni- 
fied in the captain 
and crew of a ship 
to humour the 
caprices of a 
monkey on board 
which has secured 
a razor and threat- 
ens to use it But 
the creature must 
be captured. 

I do not see that 
the House of 
Commons has lost 
dignity in pro- 
ceeding as it did 
against its irra- 
tional members, 
any more than the 
Police Force loses 
dignity because 
some of its mem- 
bers have to haul 
away on a stretcher 
an obstreperous 
and drunken Irish- 
woman who will 
not go to the 
station except on 
a stretcher. 

All who value 
representative in- 
stitutions must be 
pleased with the 
conduct of the 
leaders of the Op- 
position who lent 
their effective aid 
to the Govern- 
ment They could 
do nothing less 
than they old, be- 
ing English and 
Irish gentlemen. 
The conduct of 
Mr. Butt is espe- 
cially praise- 
worthy. It is to 
be hoped that the 
.Irish nation will 
show its apprecia- 
tion of the oon- 
duot of the hon. 
and learned mem- 
ber, who so warmly 
discountenanced 
the oonduct of the 
crew of mutinous 
obstructives. 



CADBURY 
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Mpsiy oannot take ordinary 
Ooooas because they are mixed 
with starch. 0jj>bus:y*8 Es- 
sence la Genuine; it Is, there- 
fore, three times the strength 
of these Ooooaa, and a refresh- 
ing bererage like Tea or Coffee. 



PURE! 

SOLUBLE 1! 
REFRESHING!!! 



COCOA ESSENCE 



Painless Dentistry.— Artificial Teeth. 
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ARTIFICIAL TEETH BY ATMOSPHERIC 
PRESSURE. 
Pamphlet gratis and Post Free. 
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THE TWOPENNY TWINS.* 

I have one simple question to ask. Am I— Major Pewmy— 
master of my own house, or am I not master of my own house ? 
I don't know that there is any particular necessity for me to 
pause for a reply. Bather let me reply myself by another ques- 
tion. If I am not master of my own house, who the deuce is? 
Probably— and, at any rate, apparently— the woman Tootsy. 
Of course, I acknowledge that it was an absolute necessity that 
the twins should have a monthly nurse, and I am also willing to 
admit that it is only fair that the nurse should be allowed, to a 
great extent, full power in her proper 
sphere — the nursery; but there are 
limits to everything, even Tootsy, 
and Tootsy goes beyond hers, and 
keeps on at it 

The woman Tootsy pervades the 
entire establishment In the kitchen a 
perpetual civil war rages betwixt her 
and the cook, the partially smothered 
fury of which reaches the upstairs 
rooms in gusts, as it were, when the 
dining-room door opens for a moment 
to allow of the* passage of portions of 
our dinner. 

The woman Tootsy, cook tells me, 
won't leave, her saucepans alone, and 
the truth of this statement has already 
been twice exemplified bv the substi- 
tution at table of pap for bread sauce. 
*' CAN T 5£J?.P 001>,OR A tendency to, coddling is possibly 
™* 81 natural enough in a nurse, but there 

are, on an average, on the simmer, four saucepans, two jugs, and 
a kettle, in the nursery alone, besides one or two downstairs 
in the kitchen. 

But this is not all. When the woman Tootsy first came, I 
generously bade her order all that was necessary of our chemist 
and grocer. As the girls and I had not the remotest notion 
what might be necessary, and did not want to be asked conun- 
drums on the subject, I thought that that was the wisest course. 
But the results are alarming. When I mention that I have, 
during a casual and clandestine glance round, become, for the 
first time, aware of the existence of two kinds of Infant Pre- 
servatives, and that infants may have a choice of food made by 
Habd, Nxavx, Nestle, Bidob, Savob y & Moobe, and about half a 
dozen others, and that the Twopbkky Twins have alternate tucks- 
out at all of them, you may form some idea what the chemist 
and grocer's bills will be like this quarter, but I'll be hanged 
if lean! 

And yon may add to the packets 
of food boxes of babies' powders in- 
numerable, and everything in the way 
of soothing syrups and elixirs the 
mind of man and woman ever con- 
ceived, or the stomach of infancy was 
capable of containing. 

Gazing on these regiments of boxes 
and bottles, my eye alights on a for- 
midable glass jar, on which the words 
Epsom Salts, in imposing capitals, 
arrest my attention ; and, I own, I am 
staggered. 

I do not profess to know everything 
4 about babies, though I have recently 

read up the subject to some consider- 
able extent But I protest against 

ten days. 

How, then, shall I proceed ? At this moment I cannot quite 
decide, and I hear Tootsy's step upon the stairs. 

My first inclination is to heave the bottle through the open 
window, and scatter its fragments far and wide ; my second, to 
escape with it to my own room, and that I do. Now I shall 
have time to settle a course of action for the future. 

****** 

I have always looked upon Epsom salts as an admirable medi- 
• Commenced in No. 680. 



cine, and it is one which I have been in the habit of taking 
periodically for years past ; and that reminds me I am at present 
out of salts. There can surely be no great harm 

****** 

These are stronger salts than I have been in the habit of 
taking. Possibly they are Tootsy's private and particular, and 
being in the trade, as it were, she may have opportunities of 
obtaining her own private and particular, pure and unadulterated. 
Bleasme! what's that? 

The gong for lunch. I had no idea it was so near lunch-time, 
or I should not have taken such a dose ! And we've liver and 
bacon, too !— a thing to which 

-r *__,* _.._* _- j ^ 



" Ob, dxab ! oh, dkar ! ir amy onfa 
took irf 



I don't mind owning 
remarkably partial 

We are at lunch— the 
girls and I — Bathseba fac- 
ing me, Cassandra on my 
right, Ubsula on my left; 
the liver and bacon occupy- 
ing the centre of the table. 
The girls also are partial to 
the dish. They would not 
have it publicly spread 
about, of course ; and at the 
dinner- table, were any one 
dining with us, the thing 
would be altogether out of 
the question ; out here and 

now 

* • * * 

The girls have all had a 
second help. I, too, am about • Good graoious ! 

There are shrill cries upon the landing. The woman Tootsy's 
voice is distinctly audible. She says some one has been at her 
bottles, and has taken away the oxalic acid ! 

There are moments in which we are said to live years. The 
moment I occupy looking for my hat is one of them. 

And the nearest stomach-pump is at the doctor's, a mile off! 

G-g-g-good graoious 1 

Promptitude has ever been one of my most striking character- 
istics. I have shown it on the field of battle, and I show it now. 

The girls scream in chorus, " For mercy's sake, say what has 
happened ! " But I have no time for explanations. What I 
have got to do is to run. h ffcjvo** 

I run like mad. I drop my hat. I have not time to pick it up. 
The oxalic acid is commingling in a lively fashion with the liver 
and bacon, and the effects are terrible. 

I accomplish half the dis- ^^^ 

tance, and am on the point of (2C\ 

sinking to the earth when I 
descry the doctor in his gig, 
and hail him frantically. 

* * • • 

I have now been an inmate 
of the doctor's house for over 
an hour, and have taken strong 
emetics, and otherwise have 
had a time of it The doctor 
is now going to bring what re- 
mains of me home in his gig. 

* * * * 

On the door-step an excited 
group. The girls 1 They seem 
delighted about something. 
Bathsxba exclaims, "It's all 
right 1 It was a false alarm. 
Mrs. Tootsy has found the 
oxalic acid bottle in her cupboard, and nobody is a bit the worse ! " 

This is almost a joke in its way. But it might make me look 
ridiculous before the girls, if they knew what I had gone through. 

I must tell the doctor not to tell. 



G.O-0-GOOD Gracious!" 



A SHAM SLOPES. 
Until such time as it may appear advisable to introduce Ally 
Slofeb otherwise than he has oeen presented for the past ten 
years, Mr. C. H. Boss wishes to caution the public against a 
spurious imitation. Any genuine appearance of Ally Slopkb 
before the public will be duly announced in these pages. 
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THOSE SX0UBU0HI8T8 AftAIsT. 

SaaMR—TheTopoftheCl&atlUmsgate. Tun— The Bank Holiday. 

Shooks (intently regarding a Party of Bank Holiday-ites on 
the Sands, having an alfresco Dinner). I say, Tookb, just look at 
those people — from this distance they seem to be mere specks 1 

Tooks (who is a native of those parts). So they are, old man ; 
and for any good they will do to this place, according to my 
opinion, Tery queer specs they are ! 



Something Left Out. 
It is announced that the So- 
ciety for the Belief of Distressed 
Americans will not be called 
upon to assist in paying the 
passage to America of the man 
who threw an egg at Vice-Chan- 
cellor Maxins, as Mr. Cos- 
oeave provides the funds. This 
rather amusing, but there 



is still another matter connected 
with this case which has not yet 
been officially announced. It is 
that when the egg was thrown 
at Vice-Chancellor Maliks, that 
gentleman said instantly, " This 
was cast at me in mistake; the 
egg was evidently intended for 
my Brother Baoon." 



WHAT 



Woodenheads at Loggerheads. 
It is announced that the Home- 
Rule party is on the verge of 
disruption. At the close 'of the 
Session a meeting of the Irish 
members is to be held on the 
subject A split is regarded as 
inevitable, which, let us hope, whatever else may happen, 
maybe— 

"The little rift within the lute 
Which, by and by, will make the music mate " — 
once and for all, of Messrs. Pabnxxl, Biggab, A Co. 



Oood Lady (toko has had so muck to occupy her attention for 
some Jmm past, $he has quite forgotten her Pet Dog). Ob, Job* ! 
wheeeveb u Ttey? 

Her Son John. Blessed » I xsow ! 



Advise to Parents. 
"Tbai* up a child in the way he should go," says the proverb ; 
but it is as well, if you want to do the thing properly, to travel, 
in the first instance, by that train yourself. 



THUMBMAEKS. 

Thebb appear to be <me or two persons in America, male and female, who 
hare made a pretty good thing oat of the fact that there once Jived a popular 
author called Chaeles Dioebeb. They edit edition* of his works with 
explanatory notes; they lecture on him, and they write learned articles 
about his stories ; and they fish up passages in his private life which 
might as well have been left alone long ago, and go into lengthy details. 



One of these gentlemen is Mr. Bdwiv P. Whipple, and this month he 
treats the readers of the Atlantic Monthly to his views on "The Shadow 
on Dioeekb'b Life." I should think Charles Dicekks's family must feel 
glad Mr. Wbipple thinks he ought to make his opinions poblio. 

The Nautical Magazine goes on well, and I hare no doubt it has a 
good sale. I take it for granted it is commanded by a sailor, and to he 
would look after the sales as a matter of course. 

Once a Wctk is quite unique as a monthly. It has a coyer than which 
nothing could be more floral, and inside there are pictures calculated, to 

brill. I am not sure the comic 

portions are as comic as they might 
be ; but then, belonging to the one 
and only really comic paper in the 
wide world, makes me a little hard 
to please perhaps.' 

I cannot quite understand the 
principle on which the pictures are 
chosen for London Society— name are 
so right and some so wrong. The 
Modern Zodiac, by Mr. Harrt 
Furiiss, is in its proper place, and 
nothing could be better suited for 
the magazine than the picture by 
Mr. A. Corbould, but how about 
those Twin Flowers! Those Twins 
are a sad ease. Why flowers? I 
protest against those persons being 
called flowers. 

Ether the editor of the Twentieth 
Ctntury is a kind of a Haas, or the 
writer of these playful lines is a tort 
of a donkey. At any rate, if a 
quotation gWen by the latter of a 
criticism in the Devizes and WUtS 
Advertiser be correct, there's some- 
thing four-legged attached to the 
staff of that little sheet that thistles 
must be joy to 1 

By the way, among some conglome" 
rated confusion intended for a notice 
of plays, a writer in the Twentieth, speaking of the mite en scene at oar 
principal theatres, "wonders where the superabundance of diyersified fur- 
niture is stowed away." The idea may possibly hare occurred to other 
persons, who perhaps imagine there are as many suites of furniture packed 
up somewhere behind the scenes as you might meet with, say at 
Oetzxaee's. But managers nowadays hire the fittings for the ancestral 
halls and modern bijou residences mostly, I beliere, of a wonderful person 
of the name of Ltoe, who adTertises himself every week in the Era as 
"The man who all professionals should know." And why not? He 
might teach some of them a little grammar. 

In thjfArgosy, this week, you will find Joheet Ludlow spending a day 
in BriaWWood. This is surely a misprint. Joheet means with his 
pipe, of course. 

The second volume of Design and Work (Pueeess) appears to be a 
Taloable.work for the class for which it is intended. 

Here is a good idea for a new paper, and it ought to do 1 The Referee ; a 
Sunday Morning Journal of Sport and the Drama, edited by Pehdiugoe, 
one of the best and most smusiog of oor writers on Sport. The first 
number is promised for Sunday, August 19, and I shall look out for it. 

Thuxbmaaekb, 



D A Y 1 



VERY COMMON OBJECTS OF THE SEA -SHORE. 



1. Barnacles. 



2. A Sea Swell 



8. Skates. 



4. A Jolly Old Cock-le. 
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HUGH KOBE SUITABLE. 
In the lone; sitting of Parliament which defeated the tactics of 
the obstrno&re Home Holers, Mr. Qbat, M.P. made an appeal to 
the Government to give way. " Was it not/* he said, •• the part of 

the strongerparty 

to make oonces- 
nous? ('No!') 
Well, then, the 
weaker Mrtf- 
(Anhon. Member: 
Goesto the wall)— 
most go on vindi- 
cating the principle 
of protecting the 
rights of minori- 
ties. It was known 
at twelve o'clock 
that relays of 
Members were to 
be formed to beat 
the minority of five 
or six. Was that 
a position which 
the Government 
were prepared to 
defend? He 
would ask them 
to hold out the 
olive branch to the 
minority." What 
the hon. Member 
expected to result 
from the holding 
out of the olive* 
branch is difficult 
to understand. If 
it had been a 
bunch of thistles 
now, the figure 
would have been 
more appropriate. 

How it it Bone. 
Tbbrb are said to 
be in circulation 
certain new coun- 
terfeit £100 notes, 
wbioh, we are in- 
structed, " may 
easily be detected 
by their peculiar 
'feel.'" Most 
people would not 
object to detect a 
few genuine ones 
by the same 
means. 



Going Farther and 

Paring Worse. 
Some houses are 
beiog built in the 
neighbourhood of 
St James's Park, 
called Queen's 
Gate Houses, one 
of which is 13 sto- 
ries high. In days 
when everything is 
rising, one need 
not wonder that 
houses should go 
up; but ascending 

to thirteen stories " 

seems very much like reaching the height of absurdity. 

The Beaton Why. 
A warm, inclined to the advocacy of Women's Rights, wants 
to know when the present tyrannical treatment of women is to 



I LL-T I M E D. 

Dear Lady Miliokht Maud Lykn was mm of the very first to Hart a Bulgarian Belief Committee when poor 
dear Mr. Gladstone first published that Pamphlet ; hut the thing via* put on one tide somehow, and it was 
a question among the Committee the other day whether the Subscriptions obtained should be given back or 
forwarded to the Sufferers, and, in the latter case, where were the Sufferers to be found. In the middle of the 
talk the sounds of uproarious mirtkwere heard n the lower regions. Her Ladyship rang the bdl. 

Lady Milicent, Nicholsok, what u that Shoutiko akd Lauohino in thz Kitchen ? Ton know I do 

MOT ALLOW IT. , _ 

Nicholson. Please, my Lady, it's only Dawk ins, the Footman, a-rbadino Ally Slopers Bul- 
garian 'ObBORsI 



cease? " Why is it," he asks, " in this land of the brave and the 
free— the boasted home of liberty, where all are supposed to be 
equal in the eye of the law— that woman is not allowed to occupy 
her proper place ? Why can she not mount the ladder of fame?" 

__ If the writer will 

think it over quiet- 
ly, he will admit 
that her costume 
has probably 
something to do 
with it The nar- 
row skirt is the 
prettiest fashion 
we have had for 
the last forty 
years, but Is not 
exactly the sort of 
thing in which to 
climb a ladder of 
any kind. 

Pongo Out of Place. 
" Pongo, the only 
living gorilla," 
says a contempo- 
rary," is a very ex- 
traordinary type." 
Then, why is not 
Mr. Pongo exhib- 
ited in the Caxton 
Collection? 

THE ONLY J0RE8 9 
HIS HOBBY. 

Tax 0. J., at this 
moment, ought pro- 
perly to be playing 
Shaksperian charac- 
ter on a highly suc- 
cessful tour in the 
Provinces. Unfortu- 
nately, however, bis 
company has not been 
formed this year, and 
they don't seem to 
care so much about 
the Oslt in Shaxs- 
peark as they used 
to do. To be seen 
hanging about Lon- 
don theatres in the 
month of August is 
scarcely creditable to 
a critic attached to a 
high-class journal. 
What, then, is to he 
done! The Orit 
Jomes has solved the 
mystery. He has 
been to Cremorne. 
To see the 0. J. at 
Cremorne is to see 
him in joyous aban- 
don. It is his de- 
light to mingle in the 
mazy dance. He 
cries, "Oh!" louder 
than anybody at the 
rockets, and he rides 
on the roundabout 
until his brain reels, 
or the steam is 
exhausted. The 
hobby-horse is an 
institution, alas ! but 
too little known, 
but it .should be 
tried. There is a 
sense of flying wildly through space, coupled with the knowledge that the 
horse can't fall down, and you are all right if you hold on tight enough, 
which is soothing to the wearied citizen who knows better than to get on 
to a live horse. In front of me eat an elderly gentleman, of serious aspect, 
who cried " Gee up ! " but, perhaps, that was not absolutely necessary t 
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ANOTHEE AFFAIk ^3E*RAOBDINAET. 
("From Information Eeoaived."), 
To 1CB8. Jtot. Scotland Yard, S. W., August Uth. 

Madam,— I desire to make a plain Statemeit of an Affair 
still more Extraordinary than that I had the honour to communicate 
to yon some few weeks back. 

I am, Madam, jour obedient Servant, 

Job* 8m*th, Detective Officer. 

1 ^ THB STATEMENT. 

Viet soon after thn Affair above alluded to, I was told off bj the 
authorities here to take up a 4< case " in the obuntry. Borne envious subor 



said (behind my 
back) that the London public 
had had almost about enough 
of me for the present, and 
that it would be advisable to 
give the country one turn. 
Of course I took no notice of 
these remarks ; everybody — 
especially myself— considered 
it was entirely the wrong 
fellow's fault for not being 
the right fellow. Somehow 
or other, however, the Ayr air 
— gross mistake, some en. 
vioua idiots actually called it 
— made some little stir at 
the time, and those stupid 
newspaper fellows got writing 
packafof rubbish about " the 
Polios and the Public," and 
so forth, in consequence of 
all whfch the Yard authorities 
woka ui a bit. and a brand- 
ne* fcsjjwty jrom the North 
was ppBwjsflj who was to 
set everything Jtnd everybody 
right. ..ft was at Bamigate, 
where! Was following up my 
" ease '.' {at my own time and 
pleasure, of course), that I 
received a quite absurdly 
peremptory letter from this 

'that I was "wasting my 
time ; " that ' the man 
" wanted," r-r the " princi-, 
pal "in a recent big u smash- 
ing job'* — JW never been at 
JLamsgate at 'all ;. but that he 
was expected to leave Mar- 
gate for London by the South- 
Eastern 12.43 p.m. train on 
the following Monday in 
company with a confederate, 
a young womanr with red 
hair, and feet that were 
" regular beetle-crushers." 

It was a letter, I at once 
saw, that must be obeyed, 
and, at 11 A.M. precisely, on 
the Monday morning, I took 
up my position, in plain clothes, on the Marine Parade in front of 
the South -Eastern Bail way. Station,, having, two of the " Local Force" 
posted within hail to assist in the capture.. "And pow," I murmured 
jto, myself, as. I opened my lvnx-lifce' eye in readiness for the victim, 
"if I can but only get hold of the right man this time, my past repu- 
tation as the celebrated Detective. Sm*th will be retrieved." 

For one whole mortal hour I waited and watched with even more than 
my usual lynx-likeness ; nobody at all, with the utmost latitude of 
imagination, did I see that could be deemed "take up-able." The time 
drew near for the train's departure, and I beam to think my man mast 
have smelt a rat, and wouldn't turn up. At the precise moment, how- 
ever, when I had Just made up my mind to gWe it up, something occurred 
which at once renewed my lynxrlikenesa. 

Twas this :— On a bench placed at the edge of the promenade in front 
of the sea, were seated a Man and a Woman. • 

This pair were engaged in a conversation of so absorbing a natare, 
that they scarcely raised, their eyes to note the. gay crowd passing and 
repassing, the merry bathers disporting themselves, and all that peculiarly 
animated life which is (happily) peculiar alone to the Rank and Fashion 
of Margate. 



SPITEFULNESS. 

Miss Smith has Pretty Boots, and Mr. Robinbo* says mo ; but Miss Brown has not Pretty 
Boot*. Miss Brown, who has been down at the Seaside some time, knows all about the time 
the tidm com* in, but she doss not tell Miu Smith. Was not that unkind of Miss Blows 
to treat Miss Smite so, when they are such dear friends and old schoolfellows— all because 
of what Mr. Robiubon said ? 



Giving the preconcerted signal to'fhe two "Local Force," I crept 
cautiously up behind the bench and reconnoitred. 

'Twas even as I thought ; the Man's air was decidedly mysterious ; 
while the Woman's hair, though I daresay she would call it auburn, 
my unprejudiced official mind instantly put down as Red, and her feet, 
though I couldn't see 'em, I could almost swear were "regular beetle- 
crushers. 

Tee, there was, there could not be— there should not be— any doubt 
about it. Jej^jy 

Giving another preconcerted signal to the two "Local Force," we three 
fell upon them unexpectedly from behind, and, after a desperate 
encounter, in which I felt obliged to apply my truncheon— we eventually 
overpowered, and dragged them both off through the gaping, jeering 
crowd.to the lock-np. Arrived there, the male prieoner, who had seemed 

_• absolutely dumbfounded at 

his capture, got together as 
much breath as we had left 
in him, and asked me angrily 
for my warrant, saying at the 
same time, I " should pay 
dearly for this ;" bat which 
foolish remark L of course, 
treated simply with a smile 
of mingled triumph and con- 
tempt, r 

I then produced my war- 
rant, and when the Prisoner 
saw it ha seemed to fly into 
a still greater rage. 

"0h! h he roansged to 
sasp out— we really had got 
him along at such a fine pace 
that he Was almost breath- 
less—" Oho ! you are Detec- 
tive Sm # th, are jdu ? Ab, 
I've heard of you / Now let 
me prerent you with my little 
letter of introduction, and, 
while I get it out, perhaps 
you'll be good enough to take 
off these darbies — and look 
6harp, will you ?" 

The cool audacity < of the 
scoundrel so staggered me 
that, somehow or other, I 
actually did take off the 
handcuff?. 

The Prisoner then produced 
an elaborate Russia leather 
pocket-book, and, taking out . 
4 a card, handed it to me with 
what, upon my honour as the 
celebrated Detective Sm*th, 
was, I could almost swear, 
an air of angry condescension. 
And then, as my eye fell 
on the name and address 
printed on the card, I nearly 
fainted with t*»e shock they 
gave me. For, Merciful 
Goodness, it was our new 
Inspector / 

____________________________________ Subsequent explanations 

(of an unpleasant nature) 
showed that our new Inspector bad taken advantage of an unexpected 
holiday to bring his affianced Young Lady to Margate for a day's 
"outing." 

As the " case" stands now, therefore, not only have I taken up my 
own superior officer, but, what is even perhaps worse, I have taken my 
superior officer's Toung Lady's auburn hair to be red, and her feet beetle' 
crushers/ 

There is a strong probability of more unpleasantness arising out of this 
Affair. 



rASK. TOTTB BOOKSEULEB FOR 
ALLY 8L0PEB TACKLES the EASTERN QUESTION. 
Seventy Illustrations, by Maris Dotal ; numerous Maps of the 
War, by A. Slopir himself, and a short Account of certain Sin- 
ejulttr Ostvumttance*, by Charles HL Boss. The whole bound in 
a Coloured Wreqpper. Price 6d. Poet-free, Id. 

"Irresistibly mirth-provoaiug."— The Dtrby Mr.-cury' 
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ANOTHER GOOD COLORADO GONE WRONG! 



"Q" IN t HE CORNER. 

Although the Session has not been so prolific of legislatiTe work 
as was anticipated . in February, Ministers have had a more 
harassing time of it than if they had carried through Parliament 
twice the number of bills that have been passed. In the delicate 
state of foreign affairs, they have had to use discretion and cir- 
onmspsotbn such as few Ministers have been called upon to 
exhibit, and Parliament breaks up folly assured that during the 
recess the honour and interests of the country are entrusted to 
safe hands. 

IJut, though the Ministry are relieved from attendance at Par- 
liament, their duties during the holidays are quite as onerous as 
during the Session, and their responsibility is increased tenfold. 
The Opposition papers talk as if the Cabinet feels a relief in being 
freed from the criticism of the Houses. In reality it would prefer 
having the representatives of the people to refer to at any moment 
It is obvious, however, that the country is quite oontent to trust 
to As Ministry without the Parliament 

Mr. W. H. Smith brings an accession of strength to the 
Cabinet His previous career in the Ministry has evidenced his 
general administrative ability ; and no doubt has been, hinted by 



the public or by the press of his being the right man in the 
right place at the Admiralty. Of course, the new post on which 
he has entered entails harder work on the right hon. gentleman 
than what he has been accustomed to perform. But Mr. Smith 
was made for work, and when in the performance of work 
he is also serving his country, he is just the man to eschew sloth. 
It may be mentioned here— for I have not seen it mentioned 
elsewhere — that the Earl of Beaoohbfield, in nominating the 
rjght hon. member for Westminster as the successor of his uni- 
versally lamented predecessor, was not in the least influenced by 
a desire to conciliate the silly grumblers who complained that the 
Cabinet is composed only of county and University members. 
Mr. Smith was appointed, not because he is the elect of the chief 
constituency in the land, but because he was thought to be the 
most fitting man for the office. Q. 



Whsh iaa man's face like the Atlantic Ooeanf— When it's mila serosa) 
A Bank-Holiday Eavnnsoavon (written in ike evening).— Why is the 

sir of Margate like the Leaning Tower of Pi*a ?— Becanae it'a oblique (so 

bleak, yon know). ^r 

Ths difference between the preacher, the builder, and the architect of 

a church is simply this— One is the Sector, the other the Erector, and the 

third the Drector 1 



CADDURY 



!■ 



Many oumot take ordfuur; 
Ooooaebeoaaae they are nixer 
with etarch. OADBumr*a Bi 
aenoa la Genuine; It la, there 
fate, three timet the atrengtb 
of theae Cocoaa, and a refresh- 
ing beverage like Tea or Ooffee. 



PUBB! 

SOLUBLE I! 
REFRESHING!!! 



COCOA ESSENCE 



LIEBIG'S 
LIQUID 

EXTRACT OF BEEF. 



LIEBIG'S 

TONIC WINE. 

By atttn of tali TBleekto Titert. th» 
LlqvUBxtnotoffiMtQalaUM.Mdota* 
•strand into u» to btendtd Mtefatae 

to* htcd maa«t b» mi wi*2SmL 
StUaia Omm of Adorn •» y. j aw M tii 

OOm Older tejo. 

Stores, 12, Cloak Lane, B.C., and all Wine Daatan. 



In flora etawfee. 



b*mj* toUd tod. •id-h%rli» f ^ 

___ will fortify Um fM-l. and to * 
afawquAixm to imrtlUmVttmrSimm by mm 
er toad, and eiton. Mall tat Cmm ef • 
doeH^alaAv 
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A SEASIDE STUDY. 

"Hon DuQumva!" 



PASSING PEEPS INTO PONGO'S PRIVATE POCKET-BOOK. 

THEY say he is still 
missing, but I'm 
sure I saw him on 
) Bank Holiday. 

\ Somebody has been 
J beating an Editor at 
s> Boulogne. Somebody 
else sums up the ease 
thus : — "If a man 
owns a paper like 
Truth, he should 
either change its offen- 
sive tone, or place 
himself at ones under 
an efficient member of 
the P. R Now the 
writer himself, just be- 
fore, had been about 
as offensive as he well 
could be; but then, I 
suppose, he can fight" 

I can't fight myself, that's why I only say pretty things. 



There has been a esse lately of a woman Jbt 
another case of a woman stealing a baby, 
tile commodity, is looking up. 



i buyin 
Baby, 



ing a baby, and 
as a mercan- 



Bzutbb'b telegram, last Wednesday, brought us an account of 
an Ottoman soldier being captured by the Russians and coated 
with pitch. The ssme day we received news from the Forest of 
Dean that three women had coated a commercial traveller with 



tar. The Anti-English party ought to make something out of 
this. x 

The author of " Tommy make Room " has written another 
drawing-room song called " Whoa, Emma ! " Whoa is the word. 

Does Bran mean tin ? 



You've heard of the poetry of motion. Mr. John Rbevbs 
describes his ballet at the Surrey Gardens simply as " 100 beau- 
tiful ladies;" but Mr. William Holland, at North Woolwioh, 
announces a " charming corps de ballet of elegant ladies." This 
is flowery I 

English people are very funny. I don't mean Comic Editors. 

I am not the Sham Slopxb 1 Ponoo. 



Civilisation Again. 
The last thing out in Christian warfare is an " ariel torpedo." 
A balloon is constructed capable of rising with a torpedo beneath 
it ; and, starting to windward of a camp or fortified city, or what- 
ever it is desired to destroy, the torpedo may be burst or detached, 
and thus its cargo of death and destruction falls into the midst 
of the enemy. In the presence of this, and other ingenious de- 
vices recently hit upon far making people happy, it is supposed 
that the Millenniam some time since predicted by Dr. Cdmmino 
is not coming off just at present 



Extraordinary Freak (of Hature) at Hawardsn. 
A few days ago, in the preseocd of a large party of Bolton 
excursionists, Mr. Gladstone first cat down a large tree, and 
then " planted himself" on the stump ! This wonderful occur- 
rence took place in the presence of many hundreds of people, so 
there wa* no delusion. 
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THE TWOPENNY TWINS.* 



As from the circumstance of my not haying previously referred 
to Dawkins yon may possibly be unaware that there is a Daw- 
xnis in my establishment, I hasten to make a statement. 

There is no donbt whatever as to Dawkws's existence, and if 
yon lived in the same house she would let you know it 

Dawkdis officiates as cook in my establishment, and she fills 

np her spare time as chambermaid and parlourmaid, as we only 

keep one servant Da wkins's culinary feats are marvellous, 

though not in the sense you might suppose ; and, what is more 

marvellous still, is the way in which 

the girls and I have put up with 

them for years. 

The impression upon the girls' 
minds and mine is, that if Dawkins 
were to desert us chaos would en- 
sue as a matter of course, and Daw- 
kins seems to share tbis opinion. 
> It is, therefore, Dawkins's habit 
periodically to come to the conclusion 
that she has been too long in the 
place, and that a change would be de- 
'j sirable ; and it is then our habit to 
ft conciliate her to the utmost in our 
jg power, and beg she won't think of it, 
™ to which she consents somewhat 
reluctantly, and we breathe again. 
- Dawkins having been with us a 

im s. good long while, now knows our 

ways; and this may also be said of us with respect to Dawkins's 
ways; and we take particular care not to put her out of 
any of her ways, because when she is put out terrible things 
occur to the food. 

When the Twins calamity first occurred to us Dawkins had to 
be conciliated like anything, but she has never yet quite got 
straight again. She was very nearly getting straight when Tootsy 
happened, and now it's awful. 

I take it Tootsy, hitherto, has been pretty well in the habit of 
having it all her own way wherever she has been, but in Dawkins 
Tootsy has caught a Tartar, and war is waged and things 
broken all day long. 

The one aim and end of Tootsy's existence, according to 
Dawkins, is to " mess up " basins ; whilst, according to Tootsy, 
the one aim and end of Dawkins's is to chuck Tootsy's prepara- 
tions in the dust-hole. 

Whilst engaged with my private correspondence in my study I 
require silence. My correspondence is somewhat one-sided, being 
chiefly devoted to the composition of letters to the Timet, of 

which I retain copies 
to be sent again, if — 
as is, I may say, in- 
variably the case — 
the first one is not 
put in, or to be ad- 
dressed to the Editor 
of our local journal, 
I who, though kept 

' comparatively in the 

background by the 
exercise of hatred 
and malice, appears 
to me to possess 
powers of appreci- 
ation, conspicuous by 
their absence in other 
quarters. 

The silence necessary for the exercise of the higher mental 
faculties called forth by this correspondence is, however, since 
the twins and Tootsy, almost wholly denied me. The fact of 
the room above being the twins' dormitory may account for the 
perpetual rocking of the cradle at such times as Tootsy is not 
engaged in pacing the length and breadth of the apartment like a 
wild beast in its cage, or at such other times as the twins, during 
Tootsy's absence (probably to mess up basins in the kitchen), are 
not on full cry. 

Giving up the study as the very last place in the world suitable 

• Commenced in No. 680. 



SOOTHINO DAWKIVS. 



to study in, I take my pen and ink and paper into the drawing- 
room, and request the girls, as a particular favour, to leave off 
chatting whilst I am at work. 

The girls subsiding into faint whispers, I dip my pen in the 
ink and become suddenly oonsoious of the existence of partially 
smothered ferocity in the lower regions, accompanied by damage 
done to plates and dishes. 

Really, this is not to be borne ! 

I throw down my pen, go forth into the passage, and summon 
Dawkins. 

" Dawkins," I say, " I want to speak to you." 

" I wan't to speak to you, too," says Dawkins. " I [should 
like to leave this 
house, if you 
have no objec- ^ 
tion." 

This is rather 
a staggerer, so I 
think it advisable 
to soothe Daw- * - 

KIN8. 

I say, "Daw- "* 
kins, what have 
you to complain 
of?" 

•• What ? M 
shrieks Dawkins, "" 

— "what? Why, 

everything — par- Soothiko Tootsy. 

ticular that Tootsy!" 

I think Dawkins requires more soothing on a different plan. 
I therefore invite her into my study, and impress upon her that 
although it is not advisable to let Tootsy hear what we think of 
her just yet awhile, that I myself think very little of her indeed, 
and, what is more, do not intend to put up with her nonsense 
much longer. These sentiments would appear to afford some 
satisfaction to Dawkins, and she retreats to the lower regions 
with a significant wink. 

A minute afterwards Tootsy taps at the door and says,— 

" You'll excuse me, sir, but this can't go on." 

I say, " What can't, Mrs. Tootsy?" 

She says, " The woman's owdaciousness." 

Of course I know she means Dawkins, but as I am not quite 
positive Dawkins is not listening at the moment, I content myself 
with a mysterious nod. 

This, however, is not enough for Dawkins. She raises her 
voice, and says, " She can't stand it, and, what is more, she won't!" 

I assure her, in 
a whisper, that I 
there is no occa- \ 
sion, as it won't / 
last long. 5 

This is diplo- 
matic I don't tell | 
her that it is she I 
who is likely to be 
the first to go. 

But she won't 
have diplomacy. 
She says, " Either 
that woman leaves, I 
or I do." 

To which I say, 
"Certainly." 

To which she 
says, " Which is 
it to be, then?" 

To which I say, "Why need you ask, my dear Mrs. Tootsy? " 

To which she says, " I want a straightforward answer." 

I am on the point of giving an answer, which is to be as 
straightforward as possible under the circumstances, when the 
door flies wide open, and Dawkins enters with clenched fists. 

There will be some unpleasantness, I expect 



Soothihq Everybody. 



Babbabous. "Perfection of Parting"— Parting with one's mother-in-law. 
Smoimious— Detective and defective. 
Invalid Furniture— A wooden leg. 
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EXTRACTS FROM NOVELS.— No. 9. The Mayor of Margate. A Tale of Forty Tears Ago. 



1. What was Latotta to do? The 
more she pondered oyer the portrait* 
the more she felt that tbey boih loved 
her, or why had they followed her 
down to Margate t— why, at the As- 
sembly Rooms, had tbey both paid 
her such marked atteutlou?— why 
the glances of hate they levelled at 
each other?— why the 



2. "Nay," cried Bunbby, 
" let me call you Lavikia, — 
sweet Lavinia, accept the 
hand of one whose future 
life shall be devoted to thee ! " 
Alas! alas! it was devoted— 
but we anticipate. "Oh, give 
me but till to-morrow ! '' she 
said, in an agitated tone 



8. As Btobby left the 
house he casually looked 
back. Could his eyes de- 
ceive htm ? No ; 'twas tbe 
hateful Tolby about to 
knock at the door ! Be 
would wait calmly till 
his rival came out again, 
and then 



4. "Mr. Tolbt," 
►he faltered— "Call 
me not Mr. Tolbt," 
he eagerly interrupt- 
ed, "my name is 
Joseph ! " " Give 
me but a little time, 
Joseph." 



5. "Ton would dare aspire to the hand 
of the fair Lavikia ! " said Boksbt, hoarse- 
ly. ".Dare," replied Tolbt, "yes, a 
thousand times 1" "Enough," said 
BuNSBY. hurriedly; "we may be observed, 
but remember, to-morrow, at 6 a.m. 
sharp— on the Cliffs-pistols ! " "I will 
be there ! " said Tolby, casting a look of 
bitter scorn at his rival 



6. She pressed her hand to her heart, 
as she heard every word from the 
open window. Should she be the 
cause of the shedding of the blood of 
these noble, devoted beings? Nol she 
would to the Mayor of the town, lay 
all before him, and get them put 
under restraint. 



7. When she had told the 
Mayor all, she looked up implor- 
ingly Into his face, and then for 
the first time she was aware of 
the gaze of admiration cast upon 
her. 



8. "Madam," said the Mayor, "your anxiety for 
these two rash individuals shows a tender and loving 
heart, which urges mo to take this step ;" here he made 
an attempt to fall on his knees. " Oh ! care for them 
no longer," he pleaded, " but only for me, 8am usl 
Bioos, Mayor of Margate, J.P., a widower, childless and 
wealthy. Oh I wilt thou be my bride f Her answer 
was scarcely audible, but it was in the affirmative 



9. They were buried 
side by side in the old 
churchyard. Ho dobs' 
flagstaff marks " the 
spot where they origin- 
ally feu." 



| "Q» OUT OF HIS CORNER. 

I told yon the other week that I was at Tenby. As I also told 
yon, I was not at Tenby — except in imagination. I am now 
really and truly in Holland. As I crossed the Channel I twice 
or thrice wished I had been on board the Avalon only in imagi- 
nation. But, for a considerable time, I was too mnoh on board. 
At length, and an hour before time, I reached the " New Bath 
Hotel," in Rotterdam. There were several Dutchmen about 
Still, there were more English. So leaving behind me the city 
of Ebabmus, chiefly remarkable for the tasty barbers' poles 
exhibited in front of their residences by the foreign consuls, I 
thought I would try Leyden and Amsterdam. 

I wanted to see the Zuider Zee. The captain of the Trik- 
schuit, the veritable canal boat that conveyed Lady Mart 
Wobtlxt Montagu to Delft, was a character. When we had 
arrived at a point on the canal five miles from Delft he hauled to. 
" Thank God/' said he, " we have arrived safe and sound at 
Liedenschen dam !" as if we had evaded the maelstrom. Upon 
this, two or three young Hollanders immediately posted letters 
home to notify their happy arrival half-way to their destination. 
M Coming round that bend in the canal," said the captain to me, 
" was dangerous in this east wind ; but we are safe now. I once 
stuck fast here for two hours in a south-wester. Fortunately, 
we offered up prayers, and we were saved 1" 

I rather like travelling in a canal boat, because nobody else 



travels in a canal boat ; and, to tell you the truth, I expected the 
company of Mynhkir Van Dunk ; for, now that the Zuider Zee, 
of which I shall see the last, will disappear, the old song referring 
to the Dutchman's draught, as deep as that rolling sea, will have 
no relevance. Q. 

BITS PB0K BUXTON. 

Thi camp stool is the Buxton seat of war. 

The St. AW 8 iwell is known by his pomps I 

Lower Buxton Crescent has no connection with Upper Buxton Cross' t 

The Post Office, like the "Flag of the Prophet," is at the back of the 
Crescent! 

Why are not " the Cat and the Fiddle " in Julia* Adams's Band ? 

Are there no mile posts on the Dover Road ? 

Every hotel is not a Palace of Troth ! 

Why don't they look, before "The Lover's Leap" ? 

The Broad Walk is not as broad as it's long. 

The cooks go to Poolb's Cavern for their dripping! 

They complain of the damp at " The Cottage of Content.*' 

There are strawberries, bat no Devonshire cream ! 

The Skating Rink is to have a sliding root 

Toolb is coming, and Judy is always looked forward to ! 

On the " Square." 
A correspondent wants to know whether Scotland Yard is a 
" square" yard or not Let him consult a solicitor : Mr. Abba- 
hams is as likely to know as anybody. 
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THE STOET OF A STORY-BOOK. 
A True Tula of Pathoi. 

" Tn World," to says the ancient adage, " knows not its greatest men." 

And that, I take it, is a remarkably true thing in ancient adages abont 
folks in general ; especially is it remarkably true abont Me in particular. 
Bearing this in mind, therefore, I won't tell yon my name ; yon might 
know it — which is probahle ; on the other hand, yon might not know it — 
which, according to the adage above allnded to, is more probable. 

I am now in the oil and pickles line. Not Tory long ago I was in 
another line — the Literary one. In those days I was a Being all Soul and 
Sentiment: "The World," I need to declare, with quite Pisroirlike 
emphasis, "is mine oyster,' which I with pen will ope," I recollect one 
evening, in the club smoking-room, rather late at night, declaring this 
with even mere than my 
usual Fi8T0L-like emphasis, 
and a man of the name of 
Bbowh got up and said, 
" Well, why the deuce don't 
yen, then f you're been talk- 
ing long enough about it t " 

I took no heed of this 
rude and foolish remark — 
what, indeed, else could one 
expect from a man whose 
name was Bbowh? Some- 
how or other, though, that 
remark rankled, so to speak, 
in my constitution : it kept 
me awake at night, and took 
away my usual fine appetite. 
There was, when I came to 
think it over, just enough 
truth in it to make me un- 
comfortable. For years had 
I panted to be a famous Poet, 
a "great go" in Novelists, 
or an Al-er in Historians ; 
as a strict matter of fact, 
however, I had reaHy never 
yet found any publisher or 
editor sufficiently confiding 
to undertake my soul-stirring 
compositions. Brown's re- 
mark kept on rankling, and 
I kept on thinking. 

In the dead silence of one 
dark night, as I lay awake, 
with Brown's remark rank- 
ling more than ever, an In- 
spiration came to me like a 
flash of light. It was a great, 
a grand Idea, worthy even of 
its Author. As Poetry, No- 
vels, and History were, ac- 
cording to publishers, "per- 
fect drugs in the market," I 
would strike out another line 
which, according even to the 
publishers, was a "paying" 
one. / would write a Comic 
Shilling Boole I Yes. If I 
couldn't achieve a niche in 
Fame's Temple as a Poet, a 

Novelist, or an Historian, I 

would get one as a Great Humourist, a Wag of the first water,— mj 
witticisms should be quoted at the banquets of the moat brilliant, and 
my waggeries should be retailed by wholesale. 

I began at my task next day, worked at it bard-and, let me tell you, 
you can have no idea what hard work it is cracking jokes when you have 
to crack em by the yard— and kept on at it steadily for many weary years. 
Well, years rolled away; at last Thn Book was completed, and, with a 
proudly beating heart, I wrote the word Finis on the last page. When I 
say that (in my estimation) it surpassed anything of the kind ever yet 
presented to the public, you. can imagine how exultant and triumphant 
I felt on finding myself at last in the Presence of an Eminent Publisher 
in " the Bow," with the MS. of Thb Book in my hand. 

I had got up my speech relative to the astonishing merits of Thb Book 
by heart, and I let the Eminent have it for twenty minutes or so without 
stopping. When I had quite finished, and was wiping my brow after the 
exertion, the Eminent raised his eyes from one paper to take up another, 

and said, "Ah!— quite so By the way, though, what were you 

talking about ? Oh! a Shilling Book. Ah ! And what, pray, is the 

special point of your one? Ah, it has no particularly special point. 

Ah ! And then, you see, your name isn't known to the public or the 



trade in that line ; and then, you see, you've got no pictures, which are 
everything ; and then, again, the Comic game is flattish just now ; we're 
doing a stroke in the commonplace domestic line. Ton my word, I think 

you'd better throw it into the fire Well, we couldn't, and wouldn't 

entertain it for a moment ; and, talking of moments, I Ipaven't really 
another to spare. Good morning ! " 

This was not particularly encouraging; but then I was used to that 
sort of thing. 

The next few years I spent in hunting up and running <|bwn every 
possible thing in publishers my bloodhound-Eke scent could discover. At 
last, up a little dirty court off another dirty court off Fleet Street, I 
found a little dirty man who said he would " do " it " for a considera- 
tion "— t.e., so much down, whilst I was to pay all further expenses. 
More time rolled away into space, and more money did tlbe same into 

the little dirty man's pocket. 
At last-rat last, Thn Book 

was actually published 

Tea, ah, yes, that was indeed 
an hour of triumph and pride 
when I beheld a hundred 
copies, with my name printed 
in large letters :. outside as 
the Immortal Author, ranged 
around, and about, and up 
and down my dwelling ! My 
triumph, however, contained 
its alloy; 'twas tMs :— Be- 
yond my own direHJng I was 
unable to- find any trace of 
Thn Book ; it lav on no 
bookstall, neither could I 
see it in any shop.window, 
and the booksellers, one and 
all that I asked, said they 
"had never heard of it"! I 
searched high and low, but 
my search was fruitless. * * * 
'Twas the close of the 
London season ; town was 
empty; the blinds were all 
down ; so was I — in the 
mouth. I went off to a 
certain seaside resort to re- 
cruit exhausted nature. I 
was sick at • heart,, and 
a- weary ; the niche in Fame's 
Temple seemed as far off as 

ever Going one day into 

the principal " Circulating 
Library " of this little town 
to purchase my matutinal 
Telegraph, my eyes fell upon 
an object lying on the counter 
which caused me to fall into 
the arms of the proprietor ; 
the sudden shock of the sur- 
prise was too much for me. 
For there, in its well-known 
(to me) glaring yellow and 
red cover, and with my well- 
known (to me) name printed 
boldly upon it, lay a copy of 
Thb Book! 

Breathless with excitement, 
and almost overwhelmed 



with the long-looked-for niche in Feme's Temple at last in sight, I interro- 
gated the proprietor, " Were they doing well—had he sold very many ? ' 

He seemed surprised, and begged me to explain myself. 

I pointed out Thb Book, and repeatedmy interrogations with a proudly 
beating heart. - 

" Oh ! " he said, scratching his head meditatively, "Ah— Oh, *Aw /" 
taking up The Book between his finger and thumb. " Well, I must have 
got this down at the beginning of our season in Valet' of other second- 
hand books— cheap, you see, just the price of the paper ; this one is the 

last of the Mot.' Well, I may sell it ; fact is, you see, our seaside 

customers dont much care what they buy— any rubbish does for them/ 

As I remarked before, I am now in th e oil and pickles line. ^ 

ASK YOTJB BOOKSELLER, FOB 
ALLY 8L0PER TACKLES the EASTERN QUESTION. 
Seventy Illustrations, by Marhb Duval ; numerous Maps of the 
War, 'by A. Slopsr himself, and a short Account of certain Sin- 
gular Circumstances, by Charlies H. Boss. The whole bound in 
a Coloured Wrapper. Price 6<L Post-free, Id. 

" Irresistibly mirth-provoking."— The Derby Mercury. 
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ALLYSLOPER'S EXECUTION. 

(.V. B. -Tkq, AaWf hanged him fH,' Set Mow.) 



Edition. 

es ! So does Zazkl 
of a gun. So does 
Santsah — blind- 
folded and enve- 
loped in a ' sack. 
So does a torpedo 
— into several 
small pieces, with 
a certain amount 
of bang about it ; 
and A. Slopbb flies 
also. (Particulars 
relating to the As- 
tounding Flight of 
A. Slopkr, the Ju- 
bilee Jumpist, pa- 
tented, and all 
rights preserved, 
post-free on receipt 
of a penny stamp.) 
The Coming K may soon be looked for. The Coming K 




is in the press, and thousands of copies will, ere long, be sown 
broadcast amongst respectable persons with a penny to spend. 

A. Slopbb need scarcely state that by the Coming K he 

means the Coming Kalendar, now so favourably known in con- 
nection with his name. Whilst sincerely regretting that he 
should ever have lent his name to the two paltry penny issues 
of past years (now out of print), A. Slopbb feels it only just 
to his publishers to state that this year the Kalendar will really 
be worth a penny, joking apart 

Few Kalendars will be found to contain the varied information 
contained in this one, whilst the date of Easter Monday and 
other festivals, as arranged by A. Slopbb, will cause endless sur- 
prises to those who purchase the work, and put it by carefully 
for future reference. 

The price of this extraordinary publication will be bat one 
penny, a circumstance the mention of which calls a blosh to the 
oheek of one who is otherwise eminent But it is the truth, and 
A. Slopbb, like the late Mr. J. Sheppabd, never told a He ! One 
penny only ! 

The New First Lord. 
The Premier has shown his usual wisdom in his last appointment 
He has appointed a " practical Smith " to look after our iron- 
clads. 



CADBURY 
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Many cannot take ordinary 
Ooooas because they are mixed 
with starch. Cadbuby'b B»- 
cenoe is Genuine; it is, there- 
fore, three times the strength 
of these Ooooas, and a refresh- 
ing beverage like Tea or Coffee. 
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THE TWOPENNY TWINS.* 

When I said there would be unpleasantness, I wts right 

There has been. Nay, there is still. I find myself at this 
moment occupying a position somewhat analogous to that of a 
railway buffer in a ease of collision, and I bare not only to meet 
the arguments adduced with calmness and composure, but at the 
same time to keep my legs. 

The difficulty of so doing, as both Dawkins and Tootsy are 
what may be termed substantial women, with a tendency to 
bounce, is extreme, and I find myself in the middle of con- 
ciliatory observations with my boots in the air, and my body at 
— angles not easily reconcilable with the 

proper maintenance of equilibrium. I 
also bump my head rather sharply 
against the wait 

The substance of the argument put 
forward, at the top of Dawkins's voice, 
is, that she sees this is no longer the 
house for her; whilst the conclusion 
arrived at by Tootsy, at the top of her 
voice, is, that no power on earth would 

(induce her to remain another moment 
under my root There are also casual 
allusions to the deceitrulness of double- 
faced deceivers, and to a pack of meddle- 
some Molly-coddles, which I pass over 
as unworthy of serious consideration. 

By this time the girls have gathered 

around, and Bathskba exclaims, 

"Brother! how dare those women talk 

Pikchih. to you like that?" 

This is an unfortunate remark on the 4 part of Bathskba, as 

Tootsy and Dawkins immediately turn round upon her and 

indignantly demand whom she means by women. 

Cassanbba here says, " How dare yon talk to your master in 
such a way ? Ton ought to be ashamed of yourselves ! " This is 
also rather an unfortunate remark on the part of Cassandra, as 
it is immediately met with an observation to the effect that the 
master in question would be all the better for a lot more talking 
to, and a precious good shaking as well 

On this, Ubsoxa, carried away by very natural indignation, says, 
" Brother, turn them both out of the house this very moment ! " 
Probably, on the whole, this is the most unfortunate remark of 
all three. ****** 

Da wens and Tootsy are no longer beneath my roof. It is 

not absolutely necessary to go into details. There may, or may 

not, have been a certain amount of unseemliness, accompanied by 

loss of dignity. In such cases there usually is. 

One thing is certain, they are both gone. Gone, never to return. 

After the excitement of the 

events that have just transpired, 
naturally succeeds a period of 
comparative reaction, in which 
the idea occurs to somebody 
that a new nurse will have to 
be found for those twins, and 
that (they are both on full pipe 
at this moment) pretty sharply. 
Another idea occurs to some- 
body else immediately after- 
wards, that it was rather awk- 
ward Dawkins should have 
left to-day, as we expect com- 
pany to dinner. 

On this I say, "We must all 
put our shoulders to the wheel." 
"What!" says Bathskba, 
"before we roast it?" 

The company has come. 
The company is Pinoheb— 
Captain Pinohkb, my old com- 
panion in arms— and a man 
whom any other man might be 
proud to know. 

I have no hesitation in saying 
thatl am proud toknowPmcHKR, 

* Commenced in No. 580. 



and I look upon it as an honour to my mahogany for Pinohkb to put 
his legs under it. I have frequently said as much to the girls. 

As to what the girls have said in reply, that is immaterial. In 
questions of suitability as regards men, I have observed that the 
judgment of girls is not reliable. Therefore, though I have reason 
to believe that the girls do not value Pinohkb'b society as much as 
they should do, I am thoroughly determined that there shall be no 
more misalliances in our family, and that if any one of the girls 
wants to get married, now is the time, and here is the man ! 

We are at table. The meal has been prepared. We have pre- 
pared it I myself have read the directions for roasting veal from 
the cookery-book, and the girls have acted under my instructions. 
I feel proud of the way 
in which this veal has 
been roasted, and my 
pride culminates in the 
happy Mending of the 
ingredients with which 
the veal has been 
stuffed, and which, 
even tasted raw, \ 
though suety in parts, 
is, on the whole, a com- 
bination of unusual 
merit 

It is extraordinary 
how careless an ordin- 
ary cook is in the mat- * 
ter of ingredients. A 
search of the hitherto 
sacred precincts ruled — 

over by Dawkins has ?&* Major : bu aoont. 

resulted in the discovery that we are out of almost everything re- 
quisite^ veal-stuffing ; and, mark my words, if Dawkins had still 
been here, the stuffing would have been made without them. As it 
is, they are not omitted. They have been fetched— some of them 
from a considerable distance. We are all of us rather knocked up 
by the time the roast veal is ready, but we are proud of what 
we have done. 

Pinohkb is here, as, I think, I have already observed, and I 
get him artfully on to the subject of his favourite joints, and 
next throw in roast veal in a loose and careless kind of way. 
On which Pinohkb, apparently not seeing my drift, says can- 
didly he prefers any other joint This is awkward; and there is 
hardly time to cook anything else. 

I therefore break it to Pinohkb, that when he sees the veal he 
sees his dinner, at which he says, with some confusion, that 
when he said he did not care for roast veal, he meant because it 
was generally served up underdone. 

On this I smile a smile of triumph, and out a shoe It it rather 

pinkish inside, but that will do 
for the girls and me. 

The girls are not particularly 
hungry, and, strange to say, no 
more am L Perhaps we have all 
rather over-exerted ourselves. 
By the way, it is rather odd, 
but I never before observed a 
tendency on the part of Pinohkb 
to tell tedious tales. He has 
been at it all dinner-time, and 
he is at it now. Inconsequence 
of an accident to the jam roley- 
poley, one of the girls is detained 
a good while downstairs, and an- 
other girl goes after her to see 
what is the matter, and then, as 
neither return, the third girl 
goes ; and then Pinohkb, who 
has in turn fixed each with his 
eye as he has gone on with 



THOUQHTFULNESS. 

Inttrttting Widower (to Young Lady he is about to Marry). 
Thirb is ova thing I was ooiho to mention to tou. I have 

SEVERAL PAIRS OF NlOB BOOTS THAT BELONGED TO NT POOR 

Dear First ; I suppose tou wouldn't mind wearing them out ? 



one of his confoundedly long- 
winded stories, wheels sharply 
round and fixes me, and goes 
on still. 

And at this moment I hear 
the twins upstairs begin to howl 
with all their might and main. 
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THE ULTRA RAD. 



1. This i» Quibk ; you I Ah, there you ire mistaken! He Iff an tJltr* 8. Or discussing them inthe"8wtoe , a 4. And yet hie trmde Is humble. Bu 
? ?0 T i w ^ e blm to U Itadlc f 1 ■*? Hom « Ruler of the deepest dje, and when Arms," his features assume the majestic what of that T was not the head of the 
i.wk.i4w * roused, either by leading his oountiy 's wxongs— ^ beating of the king of beasts ! great British Republic a bootmaker ? 



lamb-like? 



5. One evening last week he advocated, at 
Us cmb, that the number of offioera in Her 
Majesty's Household should be reduced. 



6. Perfectly exhausted after the heat of 
the debate, he, declining the friendly arm 
of a brother Radical— 



7. Gees home by 
rafl- 



8. And then finds a fresh office insti- 
tuted in bis household, vis* The Copper 
Stick in Waiting. 



THE TUBKISH COMPASSIONATE FUND. 
The Baroness Bubdbtt-Coutts, with a tender sympathy and 
large-hearted benevolence, prompt to act as well as quick to feel, 
which has given her wondrous influence among Englishmen and 
Englishwoman everywhere, has established, by means of The 
Daily Telegraph, a Fund for the relief of the distressed Turkish 
families and unhappy victims of the hordes of " Holy Russia." 
This Fund has already reached a considerable sum, and Judy 
wishes it hearty success. How much sympathy with the Turks 
themselves, in their gallant stand against the invader of their 
country, may be represented by contributions to the Baroness's 
Fund, matters very little. Sympathy is not at present contraband 
of war, despite the desires of those who, at St James's Hall, 
cheered to the echo the unpatriotic declaration, " Perish India ! " 
and the misery which needs relief is, unhappily, without limit 
Moreover, Judy herself will be glad to take charge of any con- 
tributions to the Fund which may be entrusted to her for trans- 
mission to the Baroness, and to acknowledge their receipt in her 
columns. Bearing in mind the tremendous necessity which 
cries aloud for immediate help, intending subscribers should 
remember the exhortation, Bis dat qui cito dot. 



Softening Them Down. 
The Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals is about to 
change its name, it is announced, into " The Society for Pro- 
moting Kindness to Animals." In consequence of this, it is 
suggested that the Society for the Protection of Women might 
also change its name into, say, " The Society for Promoting Kind- 
ness to Ladies," and the " Woman's Bights Association "become 
" The Society for Doing Justice to the Fair Sex." Men would 
find such denominations as these simply irresistible ; and mem- 
bers of such an association as the last would soon acquire votes, 
or anything else, indeed, they chose to demand. 



THE ONLY JONES. 

I PBBSXJia that there are some competent stage carpenters to be found. I 
never happen to have met with one, bat I am ready to believe anything — 
even this. The only thing wrong about the first performance of Mr. 
Alfrid Thompson's latest production, at the Alhambra, was the bungling 
of the carpenters, and their voices were the only voices heard through the 
whole piece— a fact which might probably have been accounted for by the 
new production being a ballet It is a very good ballet, very prettily 
dressed, and very well danced, and ought to be seen at once. 

Something else to see, supposing that the entertainment may not be 
altogether to your taste, is a crowded audience at the Oxford Music Hall, 
which, on the night of my visit, filled every part to overflowing. The 
programme contains plenty of variety. Captain Rosa Fcx and her Oxford 
" cadets " are enthusiastically received. Miss Emmblinb Colb sings very 
sweetly. Govza and his brother acrobats do some astounding feats, and 
the Phoites, in a different way, are more wonderful still. 

At the Canterbury, which appears to be as extensively patronised as 
ever, the great feature is a well-arranged and brightly-costumed ballet, 
with the somewhat startling title of The Reign of Love; or, Age, Youth, 
and Wine, and in it Mile. Pittxri dances with much grace, and is 
deservedly applauded. The 0. J. 

The Next Thing. 

Tbkrk is a new sect in Russia called the " Purifiers," belonging 
to the Greek Church. Their leading doctrines are, that all must 
marry on coming of age ; that the husband must be subordinate 
to the wife, and recognize her as the head of the family ; and 
that once a week he must confess his sins to his wife. If this 
sect should spread to our own shores, the combination of 
Woman's Bights and Extreme Ritualism which it seems to con- 
tain, will oertainly make it the rage. 



Thb Last Move on the Coast.— The removal of the Eddy- 
stone Lighthouse. 
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NICE FOR THE YOUNQ HUSBAND. 
Newly-married Wife {anaiouely to Stronger pat going to bathe). Pbat sxouex mb, Sib, but ram n mt Hubbaeb, abb he u eoivo nrro 

THB SEA, ABB AS I SIB TCU ABB AS WILL, MAT I AEK YOU TO BB GOOD XBOUGH TO OTTB A LOOK AITBB HIM IB 0A8B HB SHOULD OBT OUT OB 
Hlf I DsfTH ! BIS3DB9, I 9B1BE HB 18 A LITTLE TlXIB Of THB WaTSB. 



Bather Hard on Him. 
Two islands have disappeared off the Australian coast— the 
Barker Islands. A speculator had bought from Government 
the right to remove guano from them, and when he got to the 
spot he found that islands, and inhabitants too, had sunk to the 
bottom of the ccean. The speculator doea not mind so much 
about the islands or inhabitants, he says, but he thinks they 

Sht have left the guano behind. The cause of the sinking is 
nown, but it is supposed that the Colorado beetle has been 
round that way on its journey to England. 



Taking It Oft 
Stout people should be careful how they travel from London to 
the seaside, bearing in mind that not one of them can get there 
without being " trained down " ! 

Hope for the Farmer. 
The foreign papers have a paragraph announcing that English 
scientific men have discovered the Colorado beetle to be none 
other than the Coccinella Septempunctata. Agricultural persons 
whose potatoes are in danger will doubtless reap great comfort 
from this, 

ON A CXBTAIH FOBK OF XZFBSMIOV 

Far too frequently heard jutt now. 

As through this vale of tears we go, 

Experiences vary ; 
Indeed, just now, the common " Whoa " 

Is all EifMA-ginary ! 
Who would the oontrary maintain, 

Sticks fast in this dilemma : 
If vulgar " Whoa " is real pain, 
Why do they cry "Whoa, Emma"? 



THE CIVIC KISS. 

"Nor a little amusement has been created because the Lord Major, at 
his recent riait to the Welsh miners, kissed some of the daughters of 
Cambria. Sir Thomas Whits, in an explanation to the meeting of the 
London Common Council, explained that the ' Civic Kiss ' was bestowed 
in the presence of an ordinary body of spectators— a fact in itself indi- 
cative of the innocence of his moiire— and furthermore, as a clincher, that 
the recipients of the Cine Kin were old and ugly "( !)— -Daily Paper. 

Whatever is done by a Lord Mayor of London 
Should either be well done or else be left undone ; 
What, then, shall we say of such conduct as his is, 
Who, flouting the fair, gives " the ugly " the kisses? 
Though no civic duty of rudeness should savour, 
Tet kissing, 'tis granted, goes always by favour : . 
To kiss or be kissed there is no law compelling, 
But all rules are broken by kissing and telling ! 

Can It Be! 

It has been asserted that the famous Turkish General Osman 
Pasha is no other than Marshal Bazainx. This is not true. 
Osman Pasha is Osman Pasha, and nobody else but Osman 
Pasha— unless, indeed, he happen to be Ally Slopee. Our old 
friend Slopes would think nothing at all of oonmiandmg the 
Turkish Army, and writing his famous Kalendar between whiles. 



A Small Power.— The O'Connor Power. 

A Smallkb Power.— The (Oh !)Biggae Power. 

A Real Irish Grievance— The five Obstructives in the House 
of Commons. 

A Real Scotch Grievance — O'Do knell trying to humbug the 
second city in the Empire. 

The Obviousest Joke of the Time.— Advice to Scotland 
Yard— Don't let this sort of thing o Kubr again ! 
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THE SEVEN SINS OF THE 8EYEN AGES OF WOMAN. 
(Being lasy Essays with an Easier XoraL) 

IDT THE TOTH.— n THE SWELL WEDDIHG." 
What, indeed, I confidently inquire of all my sweet Young 
Lady Readers, what can possibly be more Serious and Solemn 
an Affair to every properly "Constituted Young Lady Mind than 
a "Wedding, i.e., The Csbbmony of Marriage, with all the 
etceteras expected and exacted by polite Society ? And^ I pray, 
let there be no mistake about my meaning. For, when I say 
Ths CsBxifONT of Marriage, I mean Tun Cbbbmohy per se, 
emphatically and distinctly. Marriage, indeed, is certainly a 
fact (N.B.— Most Married 

Ones find this out sooner 

or later— generally soon- 
er), and the Bridegroom 

is, no doubt, a fact-or; 

but The Ceremony — the 

dear, delightful Cbbb- 

moby, the odoriferous 

orange - blossoms, the 

church, the crying, the 

champagne, and the cake, 

the proud knowledge that 

You, and You alone— 

for, of course, the Bride- 

Soosa dont count— are 
e Heroine of the hour, 
and- the delicious, the 
trufer delicious, feeing 
tJi| You are horribly 
envied by one and all 
the dear Bridesmaids, 
your bosomest friends, 
and that every blessed* 
or rather unblessed, 
Spinster there present is 
jealous of You, even unto 
spibefumess! — yes, ah, 
vet, ikat is, indeed, an 
hour of hours, to which, 
indeed, the little fact of 
its Marrying You is sim- 
ply a mere detail It is 
therefor* the Duty, the 
-absolute. Duty, of every 
right-minded Young Lady 
to be married '• properly.' 9 
When I say " uroperly," 
I make no reference to 
the legality of the Knot 
-7-not at all, I mean ami- 
ply that she must have a 
Wedding as indicated 
above. No Bride can 
expect to have a happy 
union who tries to do it 
under Half-a-dozen Car- 
riages, a Champagne 
Breakfast, and an elabo- 
rate Trousseau ; and the mfeguided young female who ullowi 
herself to be tied — a-altar-ed by leas than a brace of Parson*, 
and with less than her Half-dozen Bridesmaids, is most certain 
sure to some day mournfully ask the inevitable question, " Wby, 
oh why, was I ever saddled with this Bridal ? " 

X have in my mind's eye now two cases in point. These are 
the two daughters of friend Bobtnson Brownjonbs, M.D., of 
rBtoomsbury Square, Kitty and Lotty, who were both "en- 
gaged" to two clever but poor yonng beginners in their Pa's 
"line" — i.e., the Medical one— and one fine morning Papa 
Bbownjones, calling 'them down into his " study," where the two 
Young Gentlemen were already seated, made a little speech. 

" My dears," said the worthy M D.. blowing his nose porten- 
tously (for dearly loved he his two blooming daughters), "the 
time has come when you are about to leave your lol loving old 

Pa. B-bul-less you, my dears! And now to business." 

He then went on to say that, "owing to circumstances over 
which he had no control/' he was able to spend on his two dear 



FACT. 

Crusty CUy Merchant (fate far dinner). I heybb saw ab Ibisbmab with 
ajtythibo Right, tut ! 
Hibernian Guard.. What's Wbob* with xb how, Sob? 
Crusty City Merchant Yoob Clock's Stabdhio ! 
Hibernian Guard. I bbo tbb pabdc|», Sob, it's Hanoi*' t 



daughters' Marriages only the imall sum of £200 apiece. »Now, 
what would they each like ? Should this £400 go in two Swell 
Weddings, Ditto Breakfasts, and Ditto Trousseaux, or thould he 
give it them, then and there, in two " little cheques," to do with 
as they each liked ? 

What was the upshot of this ? Why, Mies Kitty took " the 
little cheque," whilst Miss Lotty pronounced for the Swell 
Wedding, the Ditto Breakfast, and Ditto Trousseau. 
What was the upshot of this ? Well, I'll tell you. \ 

Miss Kitty wsb married " by Banns " at a quiet eity church, 
in a quiet stuff frock, with no one but her old Pa " to give her 
away, and with no champagne, or even cake ; whilst the " little 
cheque" went towards buying a Doctor's. brougham, and inplacmg 

on their front door the 
biggest and most resplen- 
dent of of brass plates. 

Miss Lotty, on the 
other hand, had a Swell 
Wedding at "St 
George's," Half-a-dozen 
Bridesmaids, who all 
hated her for getting 
married before them, a 
grand Bresaxmst, and a 
Trouueau which { w*!I- 
nigh drove all her dearest 
friends wild with env£ 

And now, 4astk, what 
was the upshot ox this,? 
Exactly six months 
after the two Weddings 
I happened to meet tie 
Hubbys of the two Dear 
Girls. Miss Kitty's 
Young Gentleman was 
wonderfully brisk and 
prosperous-looking. "He 
wss doing first-rate," he 
said, popping a beaming, 
face out of his smart 
brougham. The brougham 
and brass plate together 
had done the trick, and 
he didn't owe sixpence. 

Kitty? Oh, as jolly 

as a sandboy ; come and 
dine to-morrow, and we'll 
give you some Al cham- 
pagne, j 

On the other hand, 
Miss Lotty 's Young Gen- 
tleman was singularly 
down in the mouth, and 
shabby. " All the ready 
money," he groaned," had 
been spent on the Special 
Licence, the Bridesmaids' 
Lockets, the Swell Break- 
fast at a swell hotel, 
and the Swell Dresses, 
and bills for the latter 
were still coming in. He had no mon*y left to start a brougham, 
or even put up a proper brass plate, and how could a physician 
expect to gelt on without those, be should like to know !... Lotty ? 
Ob, she is complaining and fretting from morning till night" 
I asked him to dine with me— at the Club ! >',■'■ 

A Young Lady friend points out to me that " the actual " end' 
" jreal " Moral of the above two little anecdotes don't quite fit in 
with my opening observations. Don't it really, now? If not, 
I'm sure I apologize. And then, you see, one's Morals are really 
most difficult customers to deal with. Don't you, dear Tpotrn£ 
Ladies all, find this to he the case, sometimes ? Comp. now ? 

- ASK Y q XJB bookskl£ih POB * 

ALLY 8LOPER TACKLES the EASTERN QUESTION. 
Bemntn IUmtrmtions, by Mabib Duval ; numerous Maps of the 
War, by A. SlsVbb himself, and a short Account of eertmm Sin- 
gular OircusnsUmceSj by Cbarles H. Ross. t The whole bound in 
a Coloured Wrapper. Price 6c*. Post-free, Id. 

" Irwetetlbly miath-provoktng."— The Derby Af<rcury. 
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THE FALSE FRIENDS. 



Lftittor 



ofeSnooca! Only mid 
» try Floou. An the 
he wh sofa* to Ramigate. 



Bvooki and Flooks had known on* another for yeara, and mat one 
another every day, and hated one another like anything. 8*000 got hie 
hoUday the eune time at Floou. "Going to Margate f "Wiahlwae! 
'Bilged to go to Broadetaira. Might have gone together if yon had been." 
•• Can't w*rk it, old man 8o.iorry! N 



4. Artf al Bvoou ! Bound corner 
ef Baet Cliff, chuckling to think how 
f heehookoff Floou. 



6. "HaJlol Ieayi Why, you didn't go to Margate after all P "No: 
and, I say, how about Broai&talm?" * 7 Thia u lucky, though, ain't it? 
It© taken rooms for a-week." "80 hare I." "80 glad! See men 
a little of one another In town, dont wet" 



THAT LEECH. 

PROBABLY few events of modem 
timet have created so profound a sen- 
sation in A. Slofsb's Home Circle as 
that leech. 

Hitherto it has been deemed pru- 
dent, for reasons not particularly ne e e s 
sary to enter into, to withhold from the 
public certain nets connected with the 
death of that leech; for, alas! that that 
leech is really dead there can now be 
no doubt 
v Whilst oyer that leech's blighted 
> youth, full of promise never to be ful- 
filled, we may involuntarily shed the 
sympathetic tear, yet, it must be al- 
lowed, that whilst in the possession of 
A. Slops*, it gave him what he might hesitate, in a case of lesser 

r, to describe as a Doing. 

has been asked wVhs should pa\t that leech into 



his Kalendar (24 pages full of pictures, price one penny), to be 

Sublished on the 27th September, and whether he did so because 
e thought it would take. There are ever base and sordid natures 
that adopt this kind of view of all.that is great, and grand, and 
noble. 

Had there not been such natures, A. Slopbb might possibly 
have explained all here. 

But, no, he will not! 

Let those who would know the real truth without reserve con- 
sult the Kalendar. (Price one penny, including all partioulsn 
respecting the leech.) 



Just la. 
Thb promoters of the Teroentennary festival in honour of 
Rubbhs, now being held at Antwerp, have had great difficulty in 
deciding upon the precise locality where the great painter was 
born. His parents were just then on a journey, it appears; 
and, says a contemporary, "The only thing to settle is where 
his mother was at the time." It would certainly be strong cir- 
cumstantial evidence. 



Sany eZot take ordtaSy 
OoooaabeoauMtheyaremixed 
with ataroh. GanaumT'e Be- 
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LIEBIG'S 
LIQUID 

EXTRACT OF BEEF. 

■at, win tetttr •»• Intli* m4 k ■ 

8tan»/U, Ghtfk U*. I 



LIEBIQ'S 

TONIC WINE. 

By mm off tfcta nlMHi T+wn*. Ik* 

BLftTSL* a* » do— £ S?SSS 
•C, and alTwine Deefrri. 
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WHAT WE MAY SEE; AND WHY NOTP 
Oirli ahcayt were bad at Catehhg their Trains; and a mart Boy might then be hept to Catch their Traini for them. 



"CRT HAVOC, AND LET LOOSE THE DOGS OF WARP 
One would have supposed that Gladstone, Jos Aboh, and the 
other English Russians of St James's Hall notoriety, would 
have been satisfied with having hounded on Russia to enter upon 
a war with our old and faithful ally the Porte, in which no end 
of butcheries and other horrors are perpetrated by the " Chris- 
tians " upon the poor Mahomedans, men, women, and children ; 
but, however it may be with the others, it is evident that the 
Greenwich hero does not think that enough has yet been done 
in the way of bloodshed and massacre. Last week, London 
was startled by a most extraordinary revelation whioh was made 
in the columns of the Daily Telegraph. It was in effect this — 
that Mr. Gladstone had been clandestinely inciting Greece to 
plunge into a war against Turkey ! " About two months ago," 
it seems, " Mr. Gladstone wrote a letter to a Greek merchant 
in Constantinople, urging that the countrymen of the latter should 
unite with the Slavs in an attack upon the Turks. M. Nsoso- 
fonts replied to the effect that the interests of the Greeks were 
altogether different from those of the Slavs ; that the best policy 
of Greece was rather to fight the Russians than the Turks, and 
that Greece, if she were wise, would remain tranquil. Mr. 
Gladstone, in answer to this, wrote a second letter, very curtly 
worded, saying that he had given his opinion, and was astonished 
to find the Christians of the East so disinclined to make common 
cause against the Mussulmans. He again urged the Greeks to 
attack the Turks. M. Nboroponte, in reply, stated that Mr. 
Gladstone's wss not good ad vie 3, and there the correspondence 
at present rests." At first, this intelligence, notwithstanding the 
high character of the journal which placed it before the public, 
was received with some degree of incredulity. It seemed impos- 
sible that even the member for Greenwich could have taken so 
un-English and unpatriotic a course as was ascribed to him; 
but all doubt on the matter was set at rest by the publication, in 
the course of the day, of the following telegraphic message from 
Mr. Gladstone : — 



" Mj opinions were fully given in the Contemporary Review 
last December. I am not aware of having added to them in 
any letter." 

This evasive reply is, in fact, an admission of the truth of the 
charge ; and what a charge it isl Tet this weak and indiscreet 
person has aspired, on more than one occasion, to assume the 
position so ably occupied by Lord Hartinoton ! 



Reversing the Proverb. 
" Great agitation prevails in the trade in the North of England, and it is 
feared that a great strike on the part of the men is imminent, which may 
ruin many of the matters, and will assuredly bring distress and misery 
upon thousands of families. w — Daily paper. 

Some say that, when the iron's hot, 

*Tis time to strike the blow; 
But, on reflection, it is not 

Invariably so. 
To strike work is a reckless act, 

Be iron hot or cool ; 
And he who does it is, in fact, 
No wise men — but a fool ! 



The Mechanical Detective. 
In consequence of the recent theft of antique gems from the 
British Museum, a system of protection for the future, suggested 
by an eminent electrician, is under the consideration of the 
Trustees. Its main feature is that thieves shall detect them- 
selves; which, considering recent disclosures, seems to suggest 
the only means likely to be successful 

Quite Too Awfully Pretty. 
It is asserted that one of the latest novelties of fashion is a 
lady's shoe with a looking-glass heel. The object of this extra- 
ordinary addition to a lady s toilet is not exactly clear, but those 
who do not understand will yet admit that in something so pecu- 
liar there is abundant opportunity for reflection. 
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THE TWOPENNY TWINS.* 

It is extraordinary how many times I have been compelled to 
point out to the Girls— kindly yet firmly— that I, Major Penny, 
might as well he consulted upon questions of moment relating 
to the domestic economy of the home circle. 

It is extraordinary how often I have had to mention this fact, 
and it is even more extraordinary what a little notice has been 
taken of the fact when mentioned. 

Take the case of Tootbt. Was I, or was I not, consulted 
relative to the engagement of Tootsy ? No. Has that engage- 
ment, or has not that engagement, proved a failure ? and have not 

unseemly brawls 
resulted there- 
from? 
Certainly. 
Very well, then. 
"Very well, then, 
Major " (I am usu- 
ally thus addressed 
by the Girls), "why 
don't you go and 
try and find a new 
nurse yourself, and 
see how you like 
it." 

As may have 

been noticed, I am 

a man of few 

words, and on this 

Rosabel's Sinters. occasion I use 

none. I rise from the breakfast-table, on the contrary, with a 

quiet smile, and go in search of my shoes in the passage. 

As we are quite out of servants just now, I find that my shoes 
want cleaning, but I am too proud-spirited to mention it; so I 
do what I can in the privacy of my study with the lower part of 
one of the window-curtains, and put the shoes on afterwards 
with the aid of a paper-knife and a pocket-handkerchief, in con- 
sequence of the shoe-horn not being forthcoming, and my being 
still too proud to ask whether anybody has seen it 

Having put my shoes on, I put on my hat and gloves, and, 
with the same quiet smile, descend the steps, cross the [garden, 
and go forth on to the high road. 

I feel certain that the girls are dying to know where I am 
going to, and are peeping at me from places of concealment ; but I 

take no notice of them, and pursue 
my way. 

The corner of the road turned, it 
occurs to me that I am not quite 
certain which way mine is, and 
what I mean to do. But this is 
not a moment for hesitation. I 
have, as it were, tacitly pledged 
myself to find a new nurse, and a 
new nurse I must find, or my posi- 
tion as head of our family circle is 
in jeopardy. Also, that nurse must 
be an improvement on Tootsy, or I 
am nowhere. 

As may possibly have been 
gleaned from remarks already 
made, there is a certain straggli- 
ness about our neighbourhood that 
necessitates a considerable amount 
of pedestrian exercise if one would 
commune with one's kind. 
There are long straight roads 
going up the sides of steep hills, and other long straight roads on 
the other side going down the hills, with about one house on 
either side. 

There is the parish church all by itself with the parson s house, 
and the clerk's cottage quite half a mile away from it, but yet so 
much nearer to it than anybody els'es house, it is not to be won- 
dered at much if they two have occasionally had the church all 
to themselves when the weather has been bad. 

Added to the isolation of our dwelling-places is a strict exclu- 
siveness, which causes nobody to be en visiting terms with any 

* Commenced in No. 680. 



'Yos, Ma!" 



one else, and courtships among neighbouring gentility are never 
heard of. The girls have noticed this particularly. 

Among the native lower orders there is, of course, some differ- 
ence. They do not, as well as I can understand, marry with 
precipitation, but they have enormous families. Why should 
not a member of one of these families take charge of the Twins. 

In the distance I observe a cottage which I know to be densely 
populated, and I approach and inquire. No ; there's nursing 
enough to be done at home without going to look for it I try 
another tightly packed cottage with the same, and walk away 
into space up a deuce of a hill. 

I am awfully tired, but am 
too spirited to give in. A third 
cottage meets my view, or, 
rather, a small villa residence, 
semi-detached, and I determine 
to ask an amiable elderly lady sit- 
ting in the front garden whether < 
she knows of any unemployed J 
nurse in the neighbourhood. " 

The elderly lady is as ami- 
able as she looks. She says, 
''Bless me! where are my 
girls, I wonder ? " Then calls 
"Beatrix! Maud! Aurora!" 

To this, three musical young 
voices respond, " Yes, ma ! > 
What is it?" J 

•' My loves," says the elderly 
lady, " come here a moment, I Bosabsl. 

beg of you ;" and then there is a gentle rustle of skirts and a 
pattering of feet, and three graceful young creatures appear upon 
the steps, and listen to the elderly lady's version of my request 

" Oh, ma ! " exclaims one of them, " it is the very thing for 
Rosabel ;" and then all three cry " Rosabel " in chorus, and 
Rosabel, who is, to my thinking, the nicest of the four, comes 
tripping out, and entwines herself with her sisters, who are 
already entwined beneath the honeysuckle over the doorway. 

" And is this Rosabel ? " I murmur, as I pat her on the head. 
"And would she be ^ 

equal to twins ? " 

"Ob, yes, I am 
sure she would," cry 
Beatrix, Maud, and 
Aurora, in musical 
chorus ; " wouldn't 
you, Rosabel, dear- 1 
est? " i 

This is very nice, i 
This is really veryj 
nice, indeed! 

I wonder what the 
Girls at home will say 
now? 

" And the other- 
young ladies ! " I 
say with hesitation (I 
can hardly speak of 
them otherwise than 
young ladies). 



as 



Another Addition. 



«« What do they do?' 

" Beatrix wishes to go out as parlour-maid," says the elderly 
lady, " and Maud as housemaid, and Aurora as cook." 

If I were to engage all of them ! 

Stop a-bit, though ! What will the Girls at home say if I do? 



Bather an Undertaking. 
Brigham Young is dead. His successor is not yet appointed » 
and, it is said, there are few candidates, as one of the conditions 
attached to the post is that the new Prophet must marry all the 
widows that Brigham has left behind, and become a father to all 
the Young children. As most of the likely men in Mormondom 
are already a good deal married as it is, most of them seem 
to hesitate a little. ' 

Appropriate Amusement 
How those interesting convicts, Messrs. Kurr and Benson, might 
employ their leisure hours — In trying to square the circle. 
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ECHOES FEOM THE SEA. 



From Ilfracombe. 

* * * * Ya-as, dear boy, well, er — came here, you see, well — er 
•—well, not because I wanted to, you see. Jo-ove, no ! Catch 
this child cutting the Club, and the on'y decent cook, by Jo-ove ! 

extant, begad ! No, feet is, you see, — this time o' year other 

fellahs all out o' Town, other fellahs— Boot-fellahs, an' tailor 
fellahs, an* glove fellahs, and — er— hat-fellahs, and— aw — all 
those sort o' fellahs, y' know, come down on fellahs in Town, 
and dun us so pwecious hot— "gweat scarceness of money — 

pwessing bill to meet "—and so on, f know Well, my 'founded 

Boot-fellah had the im- 
pertinence, weally and 
twuly, to County Court 

me Ya'as, that is why 

I'm here. Came to this 
worn owib because — be- 
cause, y' know, it was 
farthest place twain took 
me from Boot-fellah, and, 
dash me, if, the vewy first 
" header " I took into the 
bwiny — if I didrit come 
wight up in fwont of 
founded Boot-fellah, by 
Jo-ove ! • * * • 



From Boulogne, 
* ♦ ♦ # What say 
you, Robinson ? A jolly 
hotel this ; sort of place, 
you know, where one 
meets the Parley Voos 
on their own ground, and 
our own set as well— A 
jolly kind of notion the 
JBtabliisemen? — Jolly 
oookery the French 
cookery— Nice place al- 
together, this Boulogne, 
lots of bustle, lots of 
pretty dresses and pretty 
faces, and lots of gaiety 
and fun of every descrip- 
tion Ye-es, and lots 

of drains, and smells of 
every ditto. Beastly hole, 

J call it! Why do I 

come, then? Why? Good 
Gracious Goodness Me, 
Robinson, why, because, 
of course, Mrs. Jones 
brings me! * * * * 



lights an' a Concert on the Sea — as we 'ave ? 'Ave they got a 
'Sembly Rooms, an' a 'All — as we 'ave ? An* look 'ere, jest hanswer 
me this, if you can, 'ave they got as many public-ousts as we 

'ave ? Ah, I thought that would do you! Eh?— Well, this 

place do make one dry; I don't mind jest another — same as 
afore, Miss, please. * * * * 

Naturally so. 
w Cleopatra's Needle is in difficulties— not, let us hope, insur- 
mountable ones. The cylinder which contains it is defective, 
but it is fairly afloat, and may be expected in the Thames very 
shortly. Its transit will be an anxious time for both Professor 
Wilson and the engineer who has undertaken to bring it home. 

The voyage across the 
ocean will be the most 
risky ; when it reaches 
England it will be an 
easy task — for a needle — 
to thread its way through 
the shipping in the river. 



AFTER THE HONEYMOON'S OVER. 



Did you Speak? 
Nol 



From Bamsgate. 

* * * Good Gracious 

Goodness Me, Matilder, 

Me go to Margit ! Why, you did ought to know me better than 

that, Matilder ! Margit, indeed, a orrid, wulgar place as ever 

were, and, as 'Enkby say, where one don't mix in one's hown 
" set." No, Matilder, no, none of your Margits for me, thankee ! 

Then look at hour lovely sands for the blessed children of a 

morning; and of a hevening, why jest look at hour noo b-eautiful 
Merino, and the " quality " as one meets there, quite permiskous 
like, as 'Enery say! * * * * 

From Margate. 

* * * * Ramsgit ? Yah ! Catch me a-goin' to Ramsgit ! A 
nasty, stuffy, stuck-up, would-if-you-could-be, dead-alive Fool of 
a place is wot I calls Ramsgit. Why, not one of our pals 'ave 
gone to Ramsgit this 'ere year. And for why should they, I'se 
alike t' know ! Why, look 'ere, now, 'ave they got a hair at 
Ramsgit — as we 'ave ? 'Ave they got a jetty and a noo 'x ten- 
sion — as we 'ave ? 'Ave they got a Skating Rink with coloured 



Eh? 
Whit? 



Sweetly3?retty Idea. 
In Paris sun umbrellas 
have lately come into 
fashion, adorned with 
clusters and wreaths of 
flowers, and they also 
have a fringe of silk to 
match the coloura of the 
embroidery ; the whole 
being parti- (or, one might 
say, parterre-) coloured. 
Those ladies who wish to 
do the very oorrectest 
thing in sunshades, of 
course carry a watering- 
can pendant from the 
top. 

Unjust 
It has been calculated 
that so large a proportion 
of City tradesmen as 
ninety-five per cent, live 
out of town — only the 
remaining five per cent, 
having residences over 
their shops. And yet it 
is a common remark that 
most City men are above 
their businesses ! 



THUMBKABKS. 

Do you have your Entr'acte 
regularly, or only see a copy 
now and then ? How capital 
some of Mr. Alfred Bryan's 
caricature portraits hav e lately 
been ! The original Bketch 

_______^_^_____________________ of the three detectives, I am 

told, was roughly jotted down 
in a few seconds in court, not copied from photographs. 

The Colorado beetle is set to music now, and has had poetry written 
about him by Mr. Harry Huhter. The song is sung by the Mohawk 
Minstrels, a clever Ethiopian troupe, whose entertainment has come to be 
quite an institution in the north of London., 

Two volumes, by M. Beth am Edwards, recently added by Messrs. 
Warrb&Co. to their "Companion Library," are likely to command a 
large sale— "The Sylvesters " and "Now or Never." Both aie works 
that have been very popular in dearer form. 

The same firm issue an edition of M. M. Pollard's story, " Wben We 
were Young ; " and there is quite interest enough in the cover itself to 
sell the book. Messrs. Warns are, without quettion, taking the lead as 
publishers of railway novels. 

The Taller is publishing in its columns a novel, entitled "A Year's 
Letters," by Mrs. Hobacb Markers. Much speculation exists as to who 
" Mrs. Horace Markers " is, as that lady has been identified with 
Mr. Swirrurre the poet, and other distinguished people. Judy is in a 
position to state the truth in the matter : Mrs. Horace Markers is — 
Mrs. Horace Maskers ! 
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ttyle thefirtt deny they tooled out. 



We can tiavel from town in the style of yore." 



do. 



THE GOUTY ONE AT SCABBOBOUGH. 

Judy's Gonty Contributor writes to say that be knows the will be 
glad to bear be is already off. Sbe is, and she will be gladder 
still when he is still farther off, 

he says be is doing the " Grand" bnt she trusts that this is 
figuratively speaking, and sbe would advise tbe " Grand" Master, 
or whatever be calls himself, to see tbe bill paid, or stop the 
box full of bricks. 

He says that the feedingps wholesome at the " Grand," though 
inexpensive, and that it consists principally of the freshest 
herrings, tbe most perfectly boiled rice, and — rabbits. He thinks 
that, on the whole, perhaps the chef may rather over-save his 
bacon at breakfast-time, and go in a trifle too much for fried 
fish ; but the Peoplish in Scarborough just now number many 
thousands, and they always did have their little prejudices. 

The Ball-room, cur Gouty asserts, is the attraction of the 
place, and he himself has looked in at it frequently through the 
ventilator. The present M. C, be says, has made the thing his 
first study — after his attitudes. To attend the ball (and this 
broke our Gouty, as a matter of course), it is imperative that a 
dress-suit should be worn. An Irish friend of our Gouty 
appears to be as dress-suitless as Gouty himself. It would seem, 
however, that it was suggested to him to sacrifice a waiter. 

Acting on the suggestion, the " Boy " waylaid tbe poor man in 
the corridor, and broke the matter to him. The waiter explained 
that, if he complied, it would necessitate his remaining in bed 
during his separation from his pending suit, and he thought he 
ought to be well paid for it " 'Tie true," said the Irish gentle- 
man, resting his full weight on the waiter's shoulders, — "'tis 
true I have left the finest country in the world— the land that 
gave me birth, and charged me nothing for it— that I have even 
left friends, relations, all—all needy, and I need hardly say, 
therefore, all very dear to me; but I have made friends over 



here, and I would rather remain in the country of my adoption 
all my life than be a party to the encouragement of obstructive 
principles. No ! " And he went away very sadly and solemnly, 
and was taken ill ; and the waiter went on waiting. 

With regard to dinner, the Gouty says (Judy expected this was 
coming) he would advise his readers not to choose the middle of 
the table by preference, as the courses, as a rule, only reach 
within two of the middle on either side ; not, however, that he 
himself had any cause to complain of his luok thus placed, as 
the soup came within one of him on the second day of his stay. 

With regard to tips, our Gouty is inclined to discourage them 
(Judy believes it of him) ; and yet he does tip, of course (does 
he?) He, however, objects, he says, after having tipped, to 
get all his week's attendance in a lump, over his last meal; and, 
though he bad not the slightest desire for the society of the boots 
throughout his visit, he thinks the boots need not, when he rang 
the bell to bave that box of bricks taken down to the fly, have 
brushed all the nap off his coat by way of a parting civility. 

He adds, in conclusion, that he is off to Harrogate, ana talks 
of something towards his travelling expenses on account. Full 
of his fun he is— to the very last ! Judy will look through the 
Scarborough police reports next week for further particulars. 



A Drop Too Little. 
A contemporary informs us that the automatic drop of the 
Greenwich time-ball failed only on seven days last year. On 
those particular days, it seems, the person responsible for the 
mechanism did not have a drop at all It is to be hoped, for 
humanity's sake, that they were not any of them Dog-days. 

Fanciful. 
A Fan Exhibition is to take place at Liverpool in October. 
All the Liverpudlians, as a matter of course, are in a great flutter. 
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HISTORICAL WORKS OF ART CONNECTED WITH THE FIRST. 

(From the Originals in the Possession of Judy.) 



1. Gcorgb HI. Shooting Rabbits in 
Windsor Park. (From an Old Print) 



S. A Prospect of ye Moors in yo Middle Ages. 
(From the Tapestry In Judy's Library. 



3. Roman Squire Capturing Ancient British Poacher. (Group 
in Marble, discovered during Alterations at 73, Fleet 8treet.) 



4. A Swell of the Nineteenth Century, temp. 
Seymour. (Sketch, by that Artist, of one whom 
Judy knew in her youth.) 



5. Henry VIII. going %-Hawking on ye 
First. (. From tho original, by Holbe i s. ) 



6. An Ever Young and Lovely Sportswoman of 
the Present Time. (Of the original Exquisite 
Wator-colour Drawing Judy is silent.) 



THE ONLY JONES. 

At the Globe Theatre are two pieces, one of which has been almost 
universally praised, and the other almost universally abased, by the critics, 
and they are both, at the present time, very successful with the public 
The first is Stolen Kisses, a play containing several admirable situations, 
and much lively, if not brilliant, dialogue, marred now and again, per- 
haps, by a little want of taste. That Mr. Paul Merritt, its author, 
possesses great originality, combined with much practical experience, is 
unquestionable, and with collaboration we may some day expect a play that 
will make a lasting name. Meanwhile you should go and see this piece, 
with which yon are certain to be very much pleased ; and, if possible, 
go whilst Miss Ltdia Foots (who is about to join the Princess's) still 
plays the heroine, for she plays it in the most delightfully fresh and natural 
way imaginable. Excellent acting is also shown by Mr. Ryder, Mr. 
Leathes, and Miss Ritta. 

Of the other piece it is hard to know what to say. The title, when one 
discovers its applicability, is funny enough, although it takes a little time 
to see why it should be called The Courier's History of the Lion's Tail, 
and the Naughty Boy who ' ' Wagged " Iu I thought at first Mr. Robert 
Rxbcb was the naughty boy, but in this I was wrong. The idea of the little 
burlesque is really very funny indeed, and Mr. Riqhton, who plays the 
principal part, is very funny also, and Miss 0. Jeces deserves some praise ; 
but no one concerned in the performance, which elicits, now and again, 
roars of laughter, can be unaware that it is a very vulgar performance 
throughout, whilst the exhibition of muscle and brute force displayed by 
some of the softer sex who have " speaking parts," or stand in a row 
behind, brings back to one's memory the most dire and dismal days of the 
Breakdown and Cellar-flap Era of Histrionic Art. The Lions Tail, how- 
ever, evidently draws money. 

The 860th night of Our Boys at the Vaudeville on September 5th t 
Only one hundred and fifty more to make up the thousand, which, of 
course, will be made up ; and yet, ere now, how glad some dramatists, in 
their time, would have been of a run of fifty nights ! Shaespeare, I 
mean, or Sheridan, or one er two others who were pretty well spoken of. 

The 0. J. 



GLADSTONE AT THE STICKING-POIHT. 
The right honourable woodcutter, the Member for Greenwich, 
continues to entertain people — in all senses of the word. It 
appears that one of the excursionists to Ha ward en recently 
presented Mr. Gladstone with a stick. Concerning this stick 
the right hon. gentleman made the following telling remarks : — 
44 It is a most excellent stick. I should not like to have a hit of 
this stick from a stout arm. It is a good one — good to look at, 
good to lean upon ; it is light in the hand, and has all the qualities 
of a good stick. Ladies and gentlemen, what we have to do is to 
strive to be as good in our own characters and capacities as this 
stick is in the humble capacity it bears." Here several of the 
audience burst into tears, while one youth fa 1 Lancashire lad was 
heard to remark that it was " real knobby." But whether he 
meant the stick or the speech has yet to be explained. 

Well Put 
It is announced that " the Colorado beetle scare is sensibly on 
the decline." This is good news—" sensibly " is the very word 
to describe the abatement of a panic which seemed likely at one 
time to make the newspapers all potato- bug. 

With many Apologies to Me. Willtam Blades. — The press 
that Caxton knew nothing about — Press of business. 

A dangerous Game — Playing the deuce. 



ASK YOTJB BOOKSELLER FOB 
ALLY SLOPES, TACKLES the EASTERN QUESTION. 
Seventy Illustrations, by Marie Duval ; numerous Maps of the 
War, by A. Slopbr himself, and a short Account of certain Sin- 
gular Circumstances, by Charles EL Ross. The whole bound in 
a Coloured Wrapper. Price 6d. Post-free, 7d\ 

" Irresistibly mirth-provoking. n —Tke Derby Mercury, 
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4 "Bless me," said his mother, "you're home 
early, ain't you ?" *' I'm going bSjck," he said. 
" Going back! "said she. 



last about closing time, and the Guv'nor said, "Take this 
letter to the Post-office, and look sharp." "Am I to oome 
back again, sir?" " Of course you are. 



ft. And he went back, and found the GnVnor 

Suite tired of waiting, trying to put op the 
butters himself. 



THOSE- 



■<\ 



/ 



/ 



/ 




There are moments when even the Blith- 
est and most Buoyant ate visited by 
feelings of Sadness 1 There are moments 
when the Smile forsakes the Lip ! When 
the Cap ceases to cheer! When the 
Welkin ringeth not ! When one pauses 
in one's rejoinder to the "What'U you 



take?" of Proffered Hospitality, and 
hes it a t es before Giving It a Name 1 

Alas! 'tis so with A. Slopbb, and his 
faith in his Fellow- man is gone for aye. 

The Halls of Revelry have lost their 
charm for A. Slopsr ! His heart is heavy ! 
The empty praises of the Hollow World 
fall on his ear unheeded ! Two or three 
times out of twenty he refuses liquors that 
would be stood to him! He has been 
grossly deceived ! 

How different was the aspect of Nature 
as it appeared to A. Slopes butyesterday ! 
How tuneful the Song of Birds, how 
fragrant the Perfume of Flowers ! How 
the Sun shone ! But all is changed now, 
since A. Slopbr has been so heartlessly— 
so basely taken in I 

And this is not all. He has not the poor 
consolation afforded him of telling his tale 
of woe, and showing up the Perjured Mis- 
creant who is the cause of all. No! Prior 
arrangements entered into with the pro- 
prietors of this paper compel A. Slopbb to 
defer the harrowing narrative until the 



27th instant, when A. Slopbr's " Comio 
Kalendar" (containing full particulars, 
price one penny only) will appear. To 
some (including A. 8loprr) it may appear 
inoongruous to mingle details of a heart* 
rending character with sparkling wit and 
humour; but for this there is no help! 
But few dry eyes may be expected on the 
27th. What a day that will be !— what a 
day that will be ! and how is the crowd 
to be regulated if the road is still up in 
Fleet Street? 



Easily Disproved. 
According to Sir Wilfrid Liwsok, there 
is nothing in alooholio beverages which is 
of the nature of food, and consequently 
nothing which can make a man either fat 
or thin. But in this Sir Wilfrid is cer- 
tainly wrong : whether beer makes a man 
fat or not, it certainly makes him lean— 
and sometimes lean very heavily too. 

Something which is hardlt Mbat (es- 
pecially during summer weather) — Ameri- 
can beef. 



CADBURY 
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Many esnnot take ordinary 
Ooooes became they are mixed 
with starch. Cadbuet's Es- 
senee is Genuine; it la, there- 
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of these Cocoas, and a. refresh- 
ing bererage like Tea or Ooffee. 
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'ENERYAND'ARRY. 

It is all over for this Season, anyhow. The Parties who provided the Blood and the Bloods have turned up nasty. 'Ehsry and 'Arry's 
present address is appropriate enough— it is Horsemonger Lane I 

MOBAL BEMARKS FBOM THE OTHEE OBELISK. *&%£ 'teT hfr % the piper. 

She won't think this much of a wipe, 
For I know that she's used to a wiper ! 



Obelisk — please, 
Ma'am, that's me ! 
>n't look on that fact 
is irrelevant, 
['m the original Gay, 
a pass on your 
way to the "Ele- 
phant." 

e*s Wilks's — well, 
his doesn't count ; 
Of his senti- 
ments I am a 
hater; 
Yon ask Mr. 
Holland for 
me 
When yon go 
to the Surrey 
Theayterl 

Now, yon can't 
want another, 
I'm sore, 

And I hale to see money spent heedless ; 
It gives aw the needle, it does, 
Bat the needle you'd have is quite needless. 

I know where it ought to have gone ; 

And, oh 1 had I been Britain's Head Beadle, 
It should have been tent to the Pole— 

An attractive place, sore, for a needle 1 



MORE EXTORTION, 
To Judy. 
Madam, — There have been complaints in the Times, recently, fur- 
nished by Britons on their travels, concerning the extravagant 
charges made for accommodation at certain Continental hotels. 
All these are monstrous enough, doubtless, to warrant the indig- 
nation they have called forth; but I have read of nothing so 
extraordinary happening abroad, as an experience of my own a 
few days since, at a place not a dozen miles from Gravesend. 
Having gone to Rosherville to spend a happy day, I hired a 
horse for a short ride out, and stopped on my way home at a 
hostelry — you might call it a public-house — near Cobham, to pro* 
cure rest and refreshment for both myself and the horse :— 

A man of kindness to his beast is kind, 
you know. I stayed perhaps an hour— not more certainly— but 
just before resuming my journey, the person who had volunteered 
to " look arter the oss " brought me a strange statement of charges 
(which he told me were independent of the landlord's acoount) a 
The following is a copy :— 

A fertheos ••• ••• ••• ••• 

Takinonimter Blaksmee, coshegottershewloos... 

Brininonimomaggin 

Payder Blaksmee... 



I do not speak Welsh, and am only imperfectly acquainted with 
Gaelic, so I oould not dispute the oharge, but I have resolved 
never to enter the house again. Yours firmly, Equkstbtan 
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THE TWOPENNY TWINS.* 

In a general way, I am not in the habit of consulting the Girls, 
except, perhaps, at meal-times, when asking them whether they 
will take another help. 

Hitherto, as Comptroller of our Home Circle, I have reason to 
believe I have performed the duties devolving on me to the 
satisfaction of all concerned, with possibly the exception of the 
Batcher and Baker, the Grocers, Green and Family, the Milk- 
man and the Washerwoman, whose accounts, I am proud to say, 
I am in the habit of auditing with a scrupulous attention to 
details. 

Upon those occasions when I have thought it necessary to 
make any alteration in our 
domestic arrangements — for in- 
stance, to buy new carpets, or 
have the ceilings whitewashed 
— I have found it as well to 
mention casually what was my 
intention, bat that was all. In 
the case of Tootsy, my direc- 
tions had simply been, "Find 
a suitable person ; " and it was, 
perhaps, unreasonable on my 
part, as we were pressed fortune, 
to expect the Girls to trot out 
samples of the Tootsy tribe for 
me to select from, the more so 
as probably the one sample they 
got was the only one getabie. 

Very well, then ! In this in- 
stance it is I who have gone 
forth in search of a nurse, and 
my success has been triumphant. 

I have got a nurse, and, more 
than that, I have got a cook. 
Not the ordinary nurse and 
000k usually found in the dwell- 
ings of the respectable middle 
classes, but two born ladies, 
willing to engage themselves 
in my service as Lady Helps ! 

Could anything more satis- 
factory possibly have happened? 
And yet it is a most extraordi- 
nary thing — I have strong 
doubts whether the Girls at 
home will altogether approve 
of Rosabel and Aubora. 

We are, by the way, not to 
call them by those sweet names— 
at least not yet awhile— until we 
are on a more friendly footing. 
Their name is Montgomkbt, 
and when we want anything, we j 
must either put it somehow ] 
this way, " I beg your pardon, j 
Miss Aurora Montgomery, but, ' 
labouring under the impression i 
that you have inadvertently 
overlooked the replenishment 
of the mustard-pot, I should 
deem it a favour were you to 
mix a little m an egg-cup, and bring it up as soon as con- 
venient," or go down and mix it yourself. 

The question is, will the Girls fall into this new style, which, it 
must be allowed, when compared to talks with the late Dawkins, 
necessitates the employment of a syllable or two extra. 

Yet, why should they object? Confound it all! I really can- 
not see why on earth they should object ; and, what's more 

There they all are at the door. 

Ahem! 

You may have noticed, perhaps, that, as a rule, you feel more 
resolute when you press your hat down firmly, and keep your 
elbows close into your sides, at the same time straightening your 
knees and throwing the greater part of your weight on to the 

* Commenced in No. 680. 



The Old Girls, and the New Girlb. 



heel It is also a good plan to hum a martial air, if one comes 
handy. 

There is deep solicitude depicted on the visages of the Girls, 
and they say " Well ! " in chorus, as I approach. 

I am not exactly clear why I say so, but I do say, " Well, 
what?" 
" About the nurse," cry the Girls, still in chorus. 
" Oh," I respond carelessly, as I hang my hat up, " that's all 
right, and — a new cook, too." 

Now I. come to think of it, is it all right, though? It really 
was a maid-of-all-work we wanted, not a cook only. Certainly, 
there are Beatrix and Maud, who desire places as housemaid 
and parlourmaid, but should I be justified in increasing our 

establishment at this rate, and 

what would the Girls 

I can't understand the Girls. 
They seem so awfully delighted 
I have been successful. 

" A nice quiet motherly per- 
son this nurse is, I am sure?" 
says Cassandra. 

" One who has had a large 
family of her own, and thorough- 
ly understands what's wanted 
by a family — when young?' 1 
says Bathsrba. 

Good gracious! if Rosabel 
only heard that 

"And the cook," cries Ur- 
sula, " she is sober, of course? " 
Rather more good graciouser ! 
If Aurora did happen to be 
listening at the keyhole ! 

This is an evening in which 
strategy has to be mingled with 
what I might almost feel in- 
clined to denominate confounded 
whackers; and when, after I 
have read prayers, the hour of 
retiring to rest approaches, I 
take up my flat candlestick op- 
pressed by the consciousness of 
a troth which will take a good- 
ish bit of breaking presently. 
# * * 

How soon the time has oome 1 
I have taken my usual afternoon 
walk, and return to find the 
Girls once more assembled on 
the door- step. This time, evi- 
dently, events of a surprising 
nature have occurred. 

Ursula trips down to the 
garden gate and breaks it to me. 
"Oh, Major, what a while 
you have been, and two ladies 
have been waiting for you in 
the drawing-room almost ever 
since you have been gone ! " 
a*This somehow comes rather 
suddenly on me, for I feel cer- 
" tain I know who the two ladies 

are. Certainly, before this, I 
ought to have been prepared with an explanation ; and so, indeed, 
I have been, only I forget it again just at this moment How- 
ever, here goes ! 

As I thought, Aurora and Rosabel ! And now to introduce 
them to the Girls. Aurora and Rosabel have risen from their 
seats, graceful, dignified, calm. Bathbkba, Cassandra, and 
Ursula regard them with an expression which is not absolutely 
enthusiastic. 
It is for me to speak. 
Now for it! 



A Perfect Riddle. — A Tailway traveller who had made a very long 
journey, and consequently whose ticket bad almost been destroyed by the* 
various guards' clippers, on giving up the same at its destination, was told 
that " it could not be made out," to which he promptly replied, "No 
wonder, it being a perfect riddle." 
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TUBNING THE TABLES. 

Scene : Platform of the Charing Cross Railway Station, — 
Dramatis Personje : Two of Messrs. W. H. Smith & Son's News- 
boys, and A Jocular Person who is waiting for a train. 

First Newsboy (to Jocular Person). Herey'are,sir! evenin' paper, 

sir 1 Letter from Mr. Gladstone, sir 1 Buy the evenin' paper, sir I 

Jocular Person (thinking he sees his way to a bit of fun). No, 

thank yon, my boy ; I have no occasion for the evening paper. 

(Pause.) I AM Mr. Gladstone ! 

[Sensation, during which First Newsboy retreats, and holds 

whispered conference behind bookstall with Newsboy Number 

Two, who presently advances, carrying a book he has taken 

off the stall. 

Second Newsboy (to Jocular Person). Here y'axe, sir ! Boy 

u Slopes on the Eastern 

Question/' sir? (Pause.) 

I s'pose tou'bs mot Ally 

SlOPRRAS well, abb tou ? 

[Jocular Person retires, 

rather sorry that he 

has spoken. 

The Coming Woman. 
At a school examination 
in Wiltshire, the other day, 
a young female read a 
poem of three hundred 
and eighty-nine verses. 
After the first hundred or 
■o had been read, the ex- 
aminers became a-verse to 
hearing any more— which 
made it three hundred 
and ninety. 

Horn VerroBi. 
Sacountuht is the name 
of the new opera which 
Flotow is writing for the 
firm of Ricobdi at Milan. 
But whether Sacountulu 
will also— as Flotow's ad- 
mirers say— turn out to 
be Sacounto-noue of his 
other productions, is an 
assertion which remains 
to be proved. 



The Thames in Danger. 
An individual, who was probably not quite right in his mind, 
called at Woolwich Arsenal tbe other day to announce that the 
Russian fleet was steaming up the Thames. This statement did 
not turn out exactly true, but it behoves the Government to be on 
the look-out to protect the river, nevertheless ; for the other day a 
person of foreign appearance, who might have been a Russian, 
was actually observed pulling up the stream 1 

Hint to Messrs. Agnew. 
Poikiloobapht is the name of a new process for the exact 
reproduction of oil-paintings. " The primary operation is sup- 
posed to consist of taking a simple photographic negative from 
the original picture." Poikilography seems to be the very thing 
for finding the missing Gainsborough, which picture wants 

" reproducing " more than 

any oil-painting which has 
been heard of lately. 



THE 



MARCH OF SCIENCE. 

A Reminiscence of the 25th ultimo. 
First Passenger. I hear there is to be an Eclipse to-night, and I should 

VERT MUCH LIKE TO SEE IT. 

Second Passenger. I beq tour pardon, tou can't see it at all Here — 

ACCORDING TO THE PAPERS IT IS VISIBLE AT GREENWICH, BUT IT DOES HOT SAT 
ANYWHERE ELSE, AND WE ARE SOME DISTANCE PROM THERE! 



The First line of Defence. 
Britannia's best weapons 
— The arms of the sea. 

Lueidness. 
Dr. Allen Thomson, the 
President of tbe British 
Association at Plymouth, 
is reported to have made 
the following remarks : — 
" It is interesting to find 
that there is a correspon- 
dence between the later 
division of the mesoderm 
of the higher animals de- 
rived from the two primitive blastodermic laminae and the original 
absence of mesodermic structure in the lowest animals, followed 
by the gradual appearance first of one layer (the external mus- 
cular in the higher ccelenterata) and soon afterwards by the two 
divisions or laminae with the intermediate ccelom. Notwith- 
standing the many difficulties which unquestionably still block 
the way, I am inclined to think that there is great probability in 
the view of a common bilamina origin for the embryo of all 
animals above the protozoa, and that the vertebrate equally with, 
the invertebrate animals may be shown to possess, in the first 
stages of their blastodermic or embryonic formation, the two 
primitive layers of ectoderm and enooderm." At this point 
several persons were carried out in a state of non compos. Those 
who remained were entirely agreed tbat they had not heard any- 
thing so interesting for a long time. 



A FACT. 



BAFFLED, NOT BEATEK. 

Judt quotes these words from 
the United Service Gazette, 
and has much pleasure in 
stating that on the 20th, 
2l8t, and 22nd instant Com- 
mander Chetne will give a 
series of lectures at the Royal 
Aquarium, which ought to 
draw large and sympathetic 
audiences : — " Hitherto un- 
aided, hut with his heart in 
the noble cause, and with an 
indomitable energy and per- 
severance, has Commander 
Chetre worked for the last 
ten months, in organising 
Arctic Committees for the 
equipment — by means of pub- 
lic subscriptions— of a single 
steamer, to be stored and 
provisioned for three years, 
destined for the discovery of 
the North Pole. By means of 
his interesting and beautifully 
illustrated Arctic lectures, he 
has sensibly impressed upon 
the public mind the fact 
that we are only baffled, not 
beaten." 



A HAKVEST SONG. 

Beautiful valleys of glisten- 
ing corn, 

Decked with the dew-drops 
the fairies have worn — 

Bursting with laughter all 
over the land, 

Flinging the ripe grain afar 
■with each band — 

Dancing and racing the frolic- 
some breeze, 

Resting when weary beneath 
the still trees — 

•Shaking your heavy locks 
back in sweet scorn, 

Mocking the lark as he sings 
to the morn ! 



Merrisome children of bountiful earth, 
M ore will rejoice at your death than your birth. 
Ceres approaches ! Young Jot in her train, 
Signals her triumph and numbers her slain. 
Golden grain give her — an offering meet, 
Lay low your beautiful heads at her feet ; 
Thrust in the sickle, the harvest has come, 
Carry the dead corn triumphantly home. 
Pale sons of hunger, your loud paeans raise, 
Noble the sacrifice, claiming your praise ! 
Carry the yellow sheaves gratefully on, 
Joy in your life which their dying hath won ! 
Dives ! ingather the rich harvest store, 
Full fill your gamers, but let them flow o'er ; 
Let not the widow and orphan complain, 
Dying for want of the God-given grain ! 
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THUMBMAEKS. 

Tn Dublin University Magazine seems to have taken a new lease of 
life. This month there is an admirable portrait of Hehby Ibyibg, accom- 
panied by an article by Mr. Augustih Lewis, in which the great talent of 
the actor is done full justice to. Though incorrect in some of its details, 
it is, on the whole, 



You ought to read Mr. Trollopb'b article on " Naples,'* in the Qen- 
tleman't, if you think of going there ; or, even if you do not think of 
going, you may as well read it, for it is amusing. I am glad to see 
that Mr. Justin McCarthy's clever story shows no signs of decay, 
although somebody did kill its author a few days ago. 

There are some good short stories in Tinsley this month. 

"For Peroral M » 



the best thing that 
has been written con- 
cerning him. One 
little anecdote might, 
however, hare been 
well omitted. 
"Walking down Bond 
Street one day, Mr. 
IariHQ was touched 
on the shoulder by 
Mr. Gladstone, who 
introduced himself 
with characteristic 
frankness. A night 
or two later Mr. 
Qladstoki warmly 
congratulated Mr. 
Ibvino on his acting; 
and since then the 
reciprocal esteem of 
the ex-Premier and 
the artist has in- 
creased." Looked at 
from an unpreju- 
diced point of view, 
I call that rather a 
free-and-easy style of 
picking up friends 
on the part of Mr. 
Gladstone, and I 
trust he won't ven- 
ture to pat me on 
the back when next 
we meet By the 
way, I suppose Mr. 
Lbvisg gets lots of 
post-cards. 

I am not quite sure 
that Mrs. Edwabdes' 
story in Temple Bar, 
—"A Blue Stock- 
ing " — i s well 
named. The igno- 
ranoe of the rising 
generation is alarm- 
ing, and my eldest 
girl exclaimed on 
first reading it, 
<( Dear me ! did she 
only wear one? * My 
eldest girl wears blue 
ones herself. They 
are of the best silk, 
with clocks np the 
sides. However, per- 
haps some ladies do 
wear one blue and 
one black or green. 
I read somewhere 
lately of a lady at a 
French racecourse 
with odd-coloured 
gloves, stockings, 
and shoes. Perhaps 
she had a sister who 
wore the other half- 
pairs at the same 
time. 

I shall have to talk 
seriously' to Mr. J. 
AbhbyStbbbt if he 
goes on much more abent his " Roan's red lips pouting over a peach," as 
he does this month in London Society. I don't believe there never was no 
Rosa as done it I Wolfed up the peach, more likely, the greedy little slut ! 

Really, though, it does startle one to find two poems in the September 
number of sober and sedate Macmillan, with such titles as " The Smile 
and the Sigh " and " Love's Arrows." This will nev«r do. We must be 
serious again in October. 



SOLE ▼. SOUL. 

Housekeeper at Penshurst Place {showing boots to Visitor). Ridiko Boots or orb or my 
Loan's Abobstobs, who was Bbhbadbd Thbbb Huwdrbd Tbabs ago. 

Lady Visitor {in all good faith). I must mabb bis Ldansmp a Pbbsbbt or a Paib or 
xt Bimbo Boots; tbbt would loob xooh xobb Ibtbbbstibo, I ax bubb! 



the rather bad title 
of a very good story 
commenced in this 
month's ComhUL It 
would, however, be 
as well if Mr. Bo 
Maubibb, who al- 
ways draws so charm- 
ingly, would, when 
he is looked to for 
the latest fashions, 
give us some fashions 
not quite eighteen 
months old. 

Sunday Out would 
be a capital name 
for a new sixpenny 
Sassiety Journal. The 
class who take in the 
sixpennjs would tho- 
roughly appreciate 
the idiom. Mean- 
while there is a good 
thing in this month's 
Argosy called " Sun- 
day Out," with a 
moral to it. 

I have not yet been 
able to quite make up 
my mind whether or 
not the author of 
"Promethia" in the 
St. James* s is not hav- 
ing a great lark with 
me. He had been 
completely this 
month over the table 
of contents. When 
I saw Chapter L, I 
thought he was going 
to write the story all 
over again ; but on 
turning to the page, 
I see it is Chapter 
I., Vol. in. I like 
this vol-Atile way of 
going on. 

The Charing Cross 
for September is a 
very fair number. I 
myself do not believe 
in M. Jxtlbs Ybbbb, 
bat the story of his 
now publishing in 
Good Words is one 
of his best. As usual, 
there are tome capi- 
tal pictures in Little 
Folks. CasseUs is 
good. Once a Week 
finishes its sixth 
volume with the Sep- 
tember number. 

"Strange Waters," 
now publishing in 
All the Year Round, 
is to my thinking in 
many respects the 
best story we have 
had from Mr. Frah- 
oillob. 

In the Atlantic Monthly, I would mention the sketch called "The Con- 
tributor's Club," and also the article on Recent Literature, which are 
both excellent in their way. 

I made a great mistake last week in saying the portraits of the 
detectives in the Entr'acte had been dotted down by Mr. Alfred Bbtab 
in court. On the contrary, he took no sketch whatever, but drew the 
men's faces wholly from memory. 
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POTTPBBUBY'S PAETEIDGB. 
A Tale of Terror. 
I have all my life bad a great respect for Pottbrburt. 

It was only the day before yesterday that I met Potterbubt on hii 
way from the City— a way, by the bye, he haa of an afternoon. He had 
been out of Town, had P., for some weeks, and, when we met, the usual 
greetings were interchanged. 

" He was looking uncommonly sunburnt and weU. Where," I inquired, 
" had he been to, and what had he been doing? " 

" Well," said Potterbubt. " I've— er— been haying a little yachting, 
you know, off— er— er — South Coast, you know; but I've just now 
returned from Berkshire ; went for ' The First,' you see, and have been 
having a few days popping at the partridges ; first-rate sport, too —first 
class, I may say." 

I stared somewhat at this. 
I had no doubt Pottebburt 
had had "a little yachting 
off"— Bamsgate, or Margate, 
"a shilling an hour," and so 
forth. Yes, P. was up to that 
much; but P. a-partridge 
shooting /—that, I must say, 
did come a sort of surprise 
to me. If I had been asked, 
I should have said P. was 
qujSjs the last man to be' 
trfited with a deadly weapon. 

Tottorburt, I imagine, 
must have noticed my sur- 
prise, for he got a little flashed 
in the face, and, after a little 
chat, said, "Was I engaged 
for to-morrow ? If not, would 
I meet a few friends at dinner, 
and then," he added, drawing 
himself up, " you shall taste 
one of the birds I knocked 
over." 

I was not engaged, and ac- 
cepted P. 's invite. 

Punctually, at 7 p.m. next 
day, I found myself in Pot- 
tbbbubt's snug dining-room 
at Paradise Villa, Peckham. 
Being P.'s oldest friend, I took 
the bottom of the table, having 
on my right a lady of the name 
of Smith, from Brixton, and 
Pottbrburt's partner ; on 
my left sat a gentleman from 
Bloomsbury, by nameBaowir, 
and a Mrs. Db Robinson, a 
dashing widow from Bays- 
water, in whose eyes, I knew, 
P. was, for divers reasons, 
especially desirous of appear- 
ing to the best advantage; 
these, with Potterbubt and 
myself, made up a snog little 
party of six, or, as P. himself 
remarked, in his very best 
style, "six of one and half 
a dozen of the other." 

I saw at once, then, from 
Pottbrburt's having brought 
out his best wine-glasses 
and decanters, and having laid on old Biffen, the greengrocer from 
round the corner, "to wait," that P. intended this little dinner to 
be done "in style," but I did not know till some time afterwards 
that, had matters gone on as he fondly thought they would go, and 
the Dinner — i.e., Potterbubt — passed off with eclat, he was going to 
actually Pop the Question to the dashing Widow before she left that very 
evening. It was then, of course, with this view that Potterbubt led the 
way, as it were, to showing himself in the most flying of colours. He 
(P.) bad done, and could do (according to his own account) all sorts of all 
kinds of the wonderfullest things: like the Iron Duke's soldiers, "he 
could go anywhere, and do anything." I never saw P. come out so strong 
before, and the widow seemed quite fascinated. 

Among other topics glowingly bandied by P., his exploits on "The 
First " were dilated upon in grandly glowing terms ; the very identical 
Partridge, in particular, which we were presently to be regaled upon, had 
formed the subject of quite a romantic and absolutely thrilling adventure 
on the part ef the gallant and sportsmanlike Potterbubt. , Now and 
then, indeed, at certain passages'of his] narrative, I own] to leaning]back 



H 



They had had their Bathe, and they had afterwards to wait quite a quarter 
of an hour for the man to take them back to shore, when suddenly one taid to 
ike other, " I do believe it is because we did not give that horrid Person some 
Coppers yesterday morning. 1 ' And the was right, too. But however did 
she guess the truth t 



and gasping a little ; but then, hang it all! I said -to myself, it must be all 
true, because we are to see and to eat the very identical Bird. 

The Dinner thus progressed most festively, all " went merry as a mar- 
riage bell," and, when the gigot disappeared, and Bitten came on the 
scene bearing the famous Bird, we were all quite aglow with expectation 
and anticipation. There was an impressive pause whilst the bread-sauce 
and etceteras were being placed on the table ; then, amid a breathless 
silence, Biffen removed the cover, and, as the delicious gamey odour 
pervaded Pottbrburt's dining-room, exactly one dozen eyes were eagerly 
bent on Pottbrburt's Partridge. 

And it was, indeed, a truly noble bird, and IV seemed to .be, 'as P. 
himself proudly remarked, "just about right." 

Pottebburt raised his carving-knife, placed his fork artistically upon 
the left breast, then, looking across at Mrs. Db Eobinson, said with 

tender empressement, "And 
now, my dear Mrs. De Robin- 
son, what, may I ask, is your 
particular pet little corner — 

awing and a bit of the ?" 

The remainder of his speech 
was here drowned in a start- 
lingly loud and sudden knock- 
ing at the street-door. 

"Bless me!" cried Pot- 
terbubt, "that's what I call 
something like a knock. The 
postman, in a hurry to get 
home to his tea, no doubt. 
Biffen, just get the letter, 
and come back at once to 
carry round The Bird." 

Biffen went to the door ; 
but then, instead of coming 
back at once with a letter, 
there ensued a mysterious 
colloquy, apparently depre- 
catory and persuasive on Bib- 
fen's side, but angry and 
loudly aggressive on the part 
of the intruder. "But," I 
heard Biffen say (I sat with 
my back to the door, while 
Pottebburt himself was at 
the opposite end of the table), 
" Mr. Potterbubt 's got com- 
pany ; they're a-dinin' now. 
Why not call in the mornin', 
and 'Mr. Pottbrburt '11 be 
sure to make it all right, 
if it is wrong." 

"If !" said the intruding 
person, raising his voice with 
a snort of indignation, — 
"there ain't no if-ing about 
it Now, I tells yer, I don't 
leave this 'ere f ouse till you 
takes in the arf quid and my 
message — so there ) " 

An ominous silence then 
ensued for some moments. 
ThenBirFBN's head appeared, 
and Biffen's forefinger made 
telegraphic signs to Potteb- 
burt, who, however, absorbed 
in carving The Bird, was only 
aware of Biffbh's proximity, 
and at once roared out, 
" Come in, come in, man ! Here's The Bird getting stone-cold !" 

Thus assailed from two quarters at once, poor old Biffen seemed to 
lose what little head he had, and, going up to Pottbrburt, put down a 
small gold coin by his plate, saying, in a perfectly audible voice, "It's 
the man from the poultry and game shop, sir, and he 'as the imperence 
to say as you give him this bad half-sovereign." 

Poor Potterbubt 1 But can I ever believe in anything or anybody 
ever any more ? 

NOTICE.— 0* the 27th instant will he published, 

"ALLY SLOPER'S COMIC KALENDAR FOR 1878:' 

24 Pages full of Pictures. One Penny; Post Free, l$d. 

"JUDT" OFFICE, 73, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. ; and of every Bookseller, 
Newsagent, and Railway Bookrtall in the World. 
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THB LITERATUEB OF THE FUTURE. 

Ai.lt Slofer's Universal History of Eminent Office Boys. Judy 

Office, Fleet Street 

That a class numerically so strong and physically so powerful 
as Office Boys should hitherto have lacked the pen of the historian, 
seems strange indeed. Deprived 
of the aid of the humble artisan, 
the purse-proud tradesman would 
most undoubtedly have to shut 
up. But ( what would that be 
when compared to tne condition 
he would be reduced to did his 
shop-boy desert him?— for then 
he himself would have to put up 
his own shutters! 

This, together with many 
other startling truths, will be 
found in the great work above 
alluded to, the first portion of 
which will be found in A. 
Slopbe's "Kalendar for 1678" 
(ready 27 th September, foil of 
pictures, price one penny). spjciujess 



The subjoined illustrations will not appear in the " KalencUjrV' 
but the History of Office Boys it contains will be proflHei/ 
adorned in a style seldom ventured on in civilized countries. 

Particulars respecting the specimens given above will appear 
at a future date ; but as one is going to be married next Friday, 



and other two will be put on 



eir trial for murder daring the 
approaching Sessions at the Old 
Bailey, biographical notes re- 
specting them at this moment 
might have a prejudicial effect 

A. Slopes would not willingly 
do wrong to man or office boy. 
Office boys' mothers may place 
unbounded confidence in A. 
Slopes, and forward stamps for 
advance copies of the "Kalendar" 
which should be on every draw- 
ing-room table. ' 

" Every one stands as a blot 
in the annals of his' country 
who arrives at the temple of 
honour by any other way than 
through that of virtue." — 
Addison. . , 



CADBURTs 

COCOA ESSENCE 



Many oannot take ordinary 
Oooom beoauee they are mixed 
with etaroh. Cadbtjrt'i Be* 
eenoe la Genuine; it la, there- 
fore, three times the atrength 
of theae Goooae, and a retreeh- 
ingbererage like Tea or Coffee, 



PURE 

SOLUBLE!! 
REFRESHING!!! 



LIEBIG'S 
LIQUID 

EXTRACT OF BEEF. 

In torn off a win*, no— tag iho attri- 
butes of solid food, and b»rlnf a nao«t«ffTot* . _ w ._ 

ablaneTonr. This, too acme of nonrtsbv lag powers oannot bo oror ot tlra s Osri . 

ment, will fortify tbo fesblest, and is ft BeUiltn Oum of adoebn at 300. ; a aio r t sd 

etna qna non to inralids, travellers by see sample oa»e Mat to any Hallway BUtton in 

or land, and others. Beteil In OfttM of a tha United Kloadom on receipt of Foot 

doacn,at36a. Offl Order fur 30s. 

Stores, 13, Cloak Lane, B.C., and all Win* Dealere. 



LIEBIG'S 

TONIC WINE. 

By means off lata valoabla Patent, tba 
Llqula Extract of Boat Quinine, and other 

approved toaies are ao blended ae t* 

lib near of nnrlvallod rlehnem and 
wnUedaUdonaaa a drink, lta re-fa 
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OALEDONIAN ATROOITIES. 
Horror of one of war Sporting Contributors on suidenly coming across tome of the Victim* 



THE TWOPENNY 

Hostility of the Girls— The Even- 
ing Stroll— The Sale Boom— A 
Nod and its Consequences, 

I havb done it 
It is over. 

When I get a little bit oooler, I 
will endeavour to call to mind the 
exact particulars, but at present I 
hardly feel equal to a mental effort 
on so large a scale. 

Tet this is positively preposterous that I (Major Pbkwt— 
I fancy I have mentioned my name once before) should find my- 
self wanting in words— nay, absolutely almost tongue-tied- 
respecting trifles wholly un- 
worthy oxserious consideration. 
Nevertheless, I am not sorry it 
is all over, and that the Girl* 
clearly understand thatBosABKL 
and Auboba are our new nurse 
and cook. I confess I do not 
quite understand what the Girls' 
private sentiments are upon the 
subject, in consequence of their 
having hitherto maintained a 
\ silence which oan only be de- 
i scribed as ice-bound. 
| I, on the other hand, having 
I recovered myself a little, am, 

(if possible, verging on the other 
extreme, and am excessively 
voluble. 



mark, " You will find, I fear, Miss 

oomert, that the culinary arrange- 
ments in the lower story are waut- 

I ing In completeness, as the last 
cook— I mean the person who offi- 

' dated below— had a habit of burn- 
ing the bottoms out of things. 
Cassahdba, however, will show you 
everything. Or," I add, observing 
that in Cassandra's expressien 
there is no indication of a proba- 
bility of her doing anything of the 
"GoikoI" kind, "I will" * * * 

'it is very strange how the breeding of the True Lady mani- 
fests itself in trifling details. Nothing could be more urbane than 
the deportment of the Misses Momtoom ibt, and they even carry 
their high-bred dissimulation of unconsciousness with respect to 
what I might almost denomi- 
nate as the defiant snortiness 
of the Girls t > the extent 
that they seem to be patron- 
izing the Girls, and the Girls 
don't seem to care for it. 

The conduct of the Girls 
it snorty, though it is not 
nicei 

However, we shall see 
what we shall see ! 



Avothxb Good Perambulator 
oohb Wrong. 



• Commenced in N>. 530. 



We have! I never re- 
member to have s*t down to 
a more perfectly served 
dinner. It is true that the 
piece de resistance happens 
to be the cold roast beef left 
over from yesterday, with 



IV8UB0RDIH&TIOK Of TAB fUtfK*. 
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entries of mashed potatoes and mixed pickles, bat it is the style 
in which the things are placed upon the table that I look at. 

Bathsbba's mood is still unp*opitious. She says, " I like my 
potatoes cooked with tali-' 

* * * # 

'Tis occasionally a pleasant 
change to stroll at eventide up 
the high road. As a rule there 
is but little excitement; but 
this evening there is a sale at 
the Auctioneer's, and I drop in 
and look round. I have no 
intention of buying anything. 
I have frequently dropped in 
before with the same intention, 
or rather want of intention, but 
I have found it to be an agree- 
able way of whiling away a 
spare half-hour. 

At the Auction Room there 
is generally a gathering of the 

neighbouring gentry, who drop Awkwabdws. 

in to look at the effects of 

those among their neighbours who are being sold up, and derive 
a kind of melancholy pleasure from the contemplation of other 
people's household gods going off dirt cheap. 

The population of these parts not being numerous, these sales 
do not occur often enough to grow common, and the excitement 
they offer is ever welcome. This evening the Boom is more than 
usually well attended, and I enter and nod smilingly to the right 
and to the left, and neighbours on the right and left nod back at 
me. 



under the hammer at some paltry price, everybody but the Butcher 
and Grocer smile pleasantly. The Butcher and Grocer are be- 
ginning to have doubts whether there will be much left for 

them, when the bill of sale is 
settled. 

But time goes, and so must 
I. One of the Auctioneer's 
men stops me. 

He says, "Will you clear 
the perambulator to-night, sir ?" 
I inquire in amazement, 
" What perambulator ? " 

" The one that was knocked 
down to you! Twelve-and- 
six." 

A light dawns on me. This 

comes of nodding to the Auc- 

» tioneer. Shall I indignantly 

} repudiate the perambulator? 

► My first impulse is to do so ; 

but then everybody is looking 

at me, and I fancy I hear a 

distinct snigger. 

Besides, now I come to think of it, the Twins really ought to 

have a perambulator. It is most unreasonable to expect that 

Miss Rosabel Montgombby can drag about two hulking boys of 

that kind without mechanical aid. 

Besides, also, it is only twelve- and- sixpence, and I don't see 
how I can get out of paving with any dignity. 

♦ ♦ ♦°»*# ♦ 

have 



The furniture being 
sold this evening be- 
longed to a purse-proud 
parvenu, who came and 
settled down here the 
winter before last, and 
was extremely super- 
cilious in his tone to- 
war da the neighbouring 
gentry. Things, how- 
-ever, went wrong with 
the purse-proud par- 
venu's business in the 
City, and we have now 
the satisfaction of seeing 
him sold up. A Butcher 
and a Grocer whom he 
let in rather stiffly watch 
the prices things fetch 
with a certain amount of 
eagerness. 

I am really glad I did 
not miss the sale this 
evening. I have reason 
to believe that my pre- 
sence is looked forward 
to at any assembly of a 
public character in the 
neighbourhood ; and 
though I am not quite 
sure that the Auctioneer 
is always quite as re- 
spectful as he ought to 
be, I observe with satis- 
faction that to-night he 
is smiling at me blandly. 

I will nod to him. 

I have. 

* * # 

This is really a very 
interesting sale. The 
purse-proud parvenu's 
goods are, as everybody 
always thought, of the 
most gimorack character, 
and as each lot falls 



I have paid now. The perambulator is mine, and I 
chartered a boy to wheel it home for me. 

The boy turns out to 

be a fool of a boy, with 
no command over his 
limbs. He wheels the 
perambulator in front of 
him, and somehow the 
wheel sticks mat, and he 
and the perambulator 
come to grief. 

I am not aware whether 
the reader of this history 
ever fell over a peram- 
bulator, but, if not, it 
may be casually men- 
tioned that it is a deuce 
of a thing to get clear 
away from when you 
once begin falling. 

I have got this boy 
out of the tangle, and 
have slapped his head, 
and now he refuses to 
wheel the perambulator 
any more. 

After all, the road is 
a lonely one, and the 
twilight is fast gathering. 
Why should I not wheel 
it myself? Good gra- 
cious! 

Two elegant young 
ladies approach. 

I do not know them. 
Yes, I do I They are 
the other two Misses 
Montgomery — Miss 
Beatrix and Miss 
Maud ! How confound- 
edly awkward ! 



EDWIN AND ANGELINA. 

Angelina (on Wedding Trip). Of, Edwin, when you sit thus, gazing 
upon the Mighty Deep, does it not have a strangely Soothing Effect 
upon tou ? 

[It has made Edwin awfully hungry^ but he does not like to mention iL 



The Unsettled Districts. 
An end to avoid— a brick- 
end. But it is not easy 
to do it, if the fellow who 
throws it happens to he 
behind you. 
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OUE GOUTY CONTRIBUTOE AT HAEEOGATE. 

Oub Gouty Contributor is much annoyed. 

It would appear that during the temporary absence of Judy's 
Editor, a zealous subordinate confounded the Gouty One's iden- 
tity with that of A. Slopes. A more unfortunate mistake could 
not have occurred ; it can only be attributed to an accidental 
similarity in their initials. This will not occur again. 

Our Gouty Contributor and suite have just been to Harrogate 1 
The Lord Mayers of London and Dublin have been there also, 
but if their Dignities had any intention of making a show of 
themselves, they acted injudiciously in selecting a time for their 
visit when our Gouty Contributor was likely to be present There 
is not room for two others at the same time. 

Nevertheless, it would appear that the official chain of the 
Lord Mayor of Dublin 
has found its admirers 
yet, though it is not our 
G. C.'s desire to make 
the Corporation of that 
city uncomfortable, he 
thinks it his duty to men- 
tion that the prevalent 
opinion at Harrogate was 
that the sulphur nad got 
at it Perhaps, however, 
this [will not signify. It 
is a grand chain, and 
seems to have only one 
drawback. It ought to 
have been made to take 
off— at bed-time, anyhow. 

When our Gouty Con- 
tributor and the Lord 
Mayors don't happen to 
be at Harrogate all to- 
gether, there is probably 
some little dulness going 
on, even when it doesn't 
rain all day. The rain, 
it is true, affords oppor- 
tunities for casual conver- 
sation, in the hall of your 
hotel or on its staircase, 
which might otherwise be 
wanting. To be called 
upon too suddenly for a 
topic of conversation is at 
all times unpleasant, but 
when you have well 
thought over and com- 
mitted to memory the 
words "Raining again," 
you will really surprise 
yourself by the variety of 
expression you can throw 
into them if you try long 
enough. There are some, 
it is true, who go in for 
a longer " study," as they 
say at the theatre; and 
though it may not be quite clear what the gentleman really 
meant who kept on saying he thought it would " be fine after 
all," there was some reason to believe his opinion would be right 
in the end. It is possible it may be— some time. 

The society of ladies at our Contributor's hotel, he informs us, 
possessed the attraction of lengthened experience which comes 
only with maturity. He, in fact, knows no society he prefers to 
this — unless, indeed, it be that of younger ones. 

He has been told there are younger ones at some of the other 
hotels, and that there are almost as many marriages made at 
Harrogate as are said to be in a more elevated sphere. The fact 
that sulphur is found here in large quantities need not be 
accepted as an explanation of the circumstance. 

The present season is said to be a dull one. The Ponch-and- 
Judy on the green — the only entertainment the visitors had not 
to dress for last season — has not been down. A German band has 
been down, it is true, but it did not mix particularly well with the 
waters. The price of the admission to the Concert Hall gardens 



must, as a rule, be honestly admitted to equal the worth of the 
entertainment. 

The Pump-room, old friends will gladly hear, stands where it 
did, and there is the same jolly good-humoured face to be seen 
there, the same hat stuck jauntily on one side, and the same 
luxuriant head of hair. " Gout, sir ?" said he, as our Contri- 
butor hobbled into the room, and a moment after his eye fell on 
the name being written in the book. " Nothing to say to the 
Smiths over the water?" 

Our Contributor denied all connection with the Smiths so 
localized, but in less than twenty minutes — the anxious interval 
between the first and second glass of warm sulphur water — the 
whole story of his life has been pumped out of him. 

The flymen of Harrogate stand more in need of instant exter- 
mination than the wont Italian brigands that ever were. They 

are much greater thieves, 



Bather Feak-uliar. 
We hear that the Grin- 
delwald Glacier is being 
cut into ice blocks of 
l&Olbs. each, and carted 
away to keep things cool 
elsewhere. Ours is a 
practical age, in which 
the sublime and the 
beautiful have to give 
way to the prosaic and 
the utilitarian; but yet 

it would seem that sn ow- capped mountain-peaks are still in 

a state of ice-hole-ation. 



TOO AWFU L 1 

"Ullo, Old Mas! Qussb?" 

'Yes, vbrt. But that's hot the Wokst. I-I-rvs LOST MY TEETH V 



and not 
looking. 



half as good- 



TEE COBEICT CABD. 
Thb French newspapers 
inform us that Parisians 
at the seaside have gone 
crazy this year in respect 
to colour. The men wear 
coloured ribbons round 
their hats, of the most 
astounding hues ; and 
even visiting cards are of 
red, green, blue, or black. 
As for ladies, language 
has yet to be invented to 
describe the wondrous 
variety of tints in which 
they array themselves. 
So, whatever the colour 
of the husband's card 
may be, a fair Parisienne 
has only one kind to give 
to her dressmaker, and 
that is, now more than 
ever, carte blanche. 



From Birmingham. 
Thb sort of tipple to 
which a "quiet" drunk- 
ard most naturally in- 
clines, is still hock. 



Epigram. By A. Loafer. 

To the chap as bas plenty of wealth, 

And to him as no riches inherits, 
The best way to keep up his health 

Is to thoroughly keep up his sperita. 
Bat sperits, like pleasure, is fleetin', 

And parched mast be many a throttle, 
If they be not used up in treatin', 

Bat corked ap and kept in a bottle 1 

Similar, though Different. 
" A sailor should always be frank and honest, open and above- 
board," says a contemporary. Perfectly true— more than that, 
he should never be overboard either, which, though it sounds 
like being above-board, is not the same thing by any means 
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SNACKS FBOM OSTEND. 

The Pbinoe op Waiju won golden opinions here on his recent 
brief visit to hie sister, the Crown Princess of Germany. I have 
just picked up a little story yon may depend on. It is said that, 
on landtag, owing to some mistake, the royal carriages had not 
arrived, and there was no one to meet his Royal Highness bnt 
the English Vioe-Consul, who, after receiving an invitation to 
dine with the Prince, was astonished to see him jump into a 
small pony-carriage, which, with a lumbering old one-horse 
omnibus, were the only conveyances near, and exclaim in a tone 
of triumph as he drove off, " This will do first-rate P 

A gentleman who had dined with the Royal Party went the 
next day to bathe with his two little boys, and on returning along 
the sands with trousers tucked high up, and boots and stockings 
under arms, was suddenly accosted by two ladies, one of whom 
he immediately recognized as the Crown Princess. " I felt as if 

my legs would not 

carry me," he said, 
in telling the tale. 
Fortunately they 
were very respect- 
able legs, and per- 
haps her Imperial 
Highness thought 
so too. 

The Skating 
Rink continues to 
be a great success 
here. There have 
been competitions 
for the Plimpton 
Medals, though, as 
works of art, these 
will not compare 
with the Slope r 
Medals, which 
have found their 
way to this place, 
and are much ad- 
mired.particularly 
their outside edge. 

It is rumoured 
that a foreigner of 
distinction, the 
other day, tackled 
three dozen na- 
tives 1 He had 
them with their 
beards on ! 

A wreck just off 
the mouth of the 
harbour is shortly 
to be blown upl 

Here is a chance ^ 

for the Plate- " 

glass Insurance Companies I Ostend rarebits are scarce. 

" Q" IN THE CORNER. 
On the Lyskam, near Zermatt, two English gentlemen, together 
with those well-known Alpists the Brothers Knubel, have lost 
their lives in order to prove themselves suitable members of 
the Alpine Club. I should much like to know what physical 
or moral good accrues to society at large, the Alpine Club in 
particular, or the victims themselves, from the sacrifices annually 
made among Swiss mountains. I know the existing members 
of the Alpine Club can always assign a reason why their missing 
brethren disappear. The rope was rotten, the guide blinked his 
eye at the improper moment, or the victim lost his presence of 
mind at the very time it should have been strictly under com- 
mand. Still, nothing that has yet been said can justify the fool- 
hardiness whioh so often ends in the destruction of the foolhardy. 

If people want to climb mountains, let them pro to Holland. 
# # # * ♦ # 

There appears to be no subject which Dr. Fbaseb, Biflhop of 
Manchester, does not know best. Helhaa lately been describing 
the duties of the Sovereign Lady. It seems that one of Hsu 
Majesty's functions is to open or " inaugurate " public build- 



ings. Mr. Alderman Hetwood " gave a banquet "—according to 
Mr. Bright, a banquet that " stands distinguished above all the 
banquets that any of us have ever seen or attended "—in celebra- 
tion of the opening of the Town Hall at Manchester, of which 
the Alderman is Mayor. The Qoeen could not attend. There- 
upon Dr. Fbasbb thought it his duty to say that an occasion 
nught arise when " the Queen would regret the day when she 
withheld her gracious presence from among the citizens of Man- 
chester." When will Dr. Fbaseb learn that there are subjeow 
with which he had better let others deal ? Q. 



ANOTHER BOOK. /\\£ ' + , 

Individuals of festive habits, who experience diffictrftiea with 
the latch-key when they come home after mid^^aj* j3h j^ 
pleased to hear that a French chemist has *u r sasqfc'nai pi o 
ducing a paint with which to illuminate the n u_5 er» of street 

doors at night 
Figures traced 
with 'it shine so 
as to be read 
through the most 
profound dark- 
ness ; sjBd the pre- 
paration of the 
compound is said 
to be simple, in- 
expgpsive^an^not 
injefious. More- 
over, there is the 
advantage that by 
this means what- 
ever "shine" at- 
tends his return, 
the prodigal has 
it all to himself, 
outside. 



ANOTHER HOLIOAY! 

An Old Gentleman Judy knows, says U is not.a bit of use going to the Seaside unless you male 
up your mind to have ike Full Benefit of the Sea Air. 



The Point of It 
Two or three of 
the crack Volun- 
teer corps of Lon- 
don, it is an- 
nounced, have 
made up their 
minds, in place 
of the existing in- 
elegant shako, to 
adopt the new 
military helmet, 
whioh is very 
generally praised 
for its ornamental 
as well as its 
comfortable and 
serviceable quali- 
ties. The regiments adopting it will, it is supposed, have for 
their motto the well-known French sentence, '* Here they spike 
the English." 

The Cheapest Plate of Meat— From the River Piste.' 

A Suitable Sits for Clbopatba's Needle. — Threadneedle 
Street, opposite the Royal Exchange. 

The Fate or Biggar and Pabnbll Fohetold by Shaespbab*. 
— " To lie in cold obstruction and to tot"—Measure for Measure, 
Act iii. Sc. 1. -_3^ ^ 

When we lot out a room, it is " hired," but when we let out a 
fire, it is " lowered ! " How is this? 



Notice. — ©u tfte S^tft iuatouit wiff €e puCfia&et), 
"Jlffu 5fopet'o Comic 3Cafetu)ar tot 48*18." 
SMf of TPictuiea. ^ tya^ea, ©tie TPeuuy ; Toot 
Skee, 4.d. " Judy"-©^ice, *]3, Stfeet Sized, 
£oudoii, 8.C ; auD of every TSookdeffet, «NewA- 
aaeut, and Tftaifwau TSoolcdtaft it* tfte Wotfi). 
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2. The Terror of Kings assumes as anight 
a position m wind aid weather will permit at 



4. Perfidious Albion 1 her reception of the 
man at whose name monarchies e'er now 
have shaken In their shoes. "Tab, ha! Look 
at him t Ain't he pea-green?" 



1. Nautical Pebson (on board U Paqtubdt.) — " Now, then, 
Mossoo, pull yourself together, we're alongside I " 



tout, Le Terrear des Rois ! Qu'est <»•** 
queoe 'Whoa Emma'?" 



THE LAY OF THE LAST SLOPEE. 

Thi way was long, the wind was cold, 
The Minstrel was infirm and old ; 
His onoe gay garb, now grim and gray, 
Seemed to hare known a better day ; 
The Harp, his sole remaining joy, s 

Wasearried by the Office Boy. 

The last of all the bards 
was he 

Who sang of Comic Kalendry ; 

For, well-a-day I their date 
was fled, 

His tuneful brethren all 
were dead ; 

And he, neglected and op- 
pressed, 

Wished to be with them 
and at rest. 

No mere, on prancing pal- 
frey borne, 

He carolled, light as lark at m 

No longer courted and caressed, 

High placed in hall, a welcome 

He poured, to lord and lady ga 

The unpremeditated lay : 

The biguts of an iron time 



. L.^I.J ««* 



A RIVAL MIN8TRBU 



Had called his harmless art a crime— 
A wandering Harper, scorned and poor, 
He harped in vain from door to door, 
And people did unkindly say, 
" A. Blopir, slope, we know thy lay ! " 
Though loud he raised his plaintive cry,' 
And caused surprisejbo passers-by, . 

ill the town ! 
seed brown. 

k Meanwhile the Boy said, 
"/must ■up!" 
And took and chucked A. 
Slopes up. 
Moral. — Always be in 
time ! The right time is the 
27th instant, when two hun- 
dred thousand copies of A. 
Slopi&'b wortd-famed < * Eal- 
endar" (24 pages full of 
pictures, price One Penny 
only) will be hurled forth 
hurry in the day. Have one 
of them 1 Have a dosen, if 
you like (they come cheaper 
when taken in quantities). 
Buy ! bay ! Be in time ! 
Here's excitement ! 



CADBURY 



I 
S 



Many cannot take ordinary 
Ooooas because they are mixed 
with starch. Oabburv's Es- 
sence is Genuine; it is, there- 
fore, three times the strength 



of these Goeoes, arid a 

ing beverage like Tea or Ooffee. 



PURE 

SOLUBLE!! 
REFRESHING!!! 



COCOA ESSENCE 



IRCULAR 
POINTED 



PENS 
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BOODLEBY'S MICHAELMAS GOOSE AGAIN. 



1. Our readers may remember that Boodlkbt. last year, brought 
up a gooes from Infancy which waa basely stolen from him on the 
ere of Michaelmas Day. This year he began ai a still earlier period. 



2. " There la one great advantage, mused 
B. ; "I shall know the bird from its birth 
will have nothing but the best of food." 



8. He therefore lays in 4. But the question 
a stock of provisions. is, how to hatch it T 




5. He consults his German neighbour, 8inrouujnr ( 
whom he knows is a great thinker. 



«. "Iknoa, , 'iays8.;"yevillsiton 
se egg by turns " 



7. "Like sol" A seoond later, and— crash ! Another good 
egg gone wrong. Thete is one consolation, Stinoimasm will 
now be obliged to have bis dressing-gown washed. 



T, YOU KNOW! 

[Thbbm would appear to be tome 
mistake somewhere. The follow- 
ing seem to be the Answers to 
certain Questions ; now what, in 
Goodness' Name, can those Ques- 
tions have been ?— Judy.] 
"Pretty? Pretty/ La! bless 
yon, my dear, what can you be 
thinking of? Why, for my part, 
I call her positively ugly I " 

m Eh?...Wc11— er— , no, you 
know, dear boy, to tell you the 
truth, I was not there. Fact is, 

J' see, though the Duchess and 
get on uncommon well— quite 
pal*, in fact— I really cannot stand the Dook; h o — or— he is 
such a cad ! " 

" Well, 'pon my word, this air here really seems te make one 
most precious dry. Yes, well, as you are so pressing, I don't 
mind just one more— as before, you know." 

" For Ever and Ever, darling ! I swear it by yon silver moon 
— by this little hand — by these dear lips— f7ttu, and thus.*' 

" Wbll, my dear, far be it from me to be the means of making 
any unpleasantness ; at the same time I think it only right that 

you should know Well, then, his flirtation with Miss Smith 

was most palpable— quite the scandal of the evening, I assure 
yon." 

" Upon my honour, my dear fellow, I'm really awfully sorry ; 
but, to tell yon the truth, I haven t got it" 

*' Tm sure I'm very sorry, sir, but I can't think however it can 
have gone, sir — unless, sir, the cat 'ave 'ad it I " 

" What do I think, sir? Well, sir, I'll soon tell you what I 
think ! I think that the more of the ruffians who are killed the 
better— the better, sir ; and as for that fellow Gladstone and his 



St James's Hall friends, I think they should also be all exter- 
minated— exterminated, by Jove ! " 

*' Well, as you ask my cindid opinion, I must really say that, 
for such a ridiculously small sum, the 'Comio Kalbmdab lor 
1878 ' is a truly stupendous Penn'orth ! " 



A TALE OF "WHOA." 

Through the great citj's streets we strolled, 

My loye and I, one quiet night ; 
Afar, the tide of traffic rolled ; 

Above, the moon shone cold and bright. 
We sauntered idly to and fro, 
And whispered tender words and low ; 
With lore's sweet pain my bosom burned — ] 
A boon to crave I fondly yearned. 
In short, I then the question popped : 

My fate upon her answer hung, 

Her " Yes " was trembling on her tongue ; 
I really thought I should have dropped, 
When suddenly a gamin passed, 
"Whoa Emma 1 " cried, and scampered fast 
Away. The golden chance had fled — 
She laughed, and left the word unc aid. 



AH AWKWABD ADMI68IOJT. 

At Bow Street the other day, during the. hearing of the charge 
against the Scotland Yard detectives, one of the counsel had 
occasion to announce that " he was concerned" for a particular 
defendant It i* not contempt of court to say that, considering 
the present position of things, the learned gentleman in question 
is not concerned without very good reason. 

Alaiming Condition of the Emperor of Buisia. 
His Imperial Majesty is suffering terribly from Lombago and Lomb 
ague, and his constitution has consequently become so shattered and 
shaken, that the only chance of recovery depends upon his speedy return 
to his native land and liviog liberally and freely. 
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THE TWOPENNY TWINS,* 

The Major's EovHtSuigular Attitude of the Girh—The Boom thai 
Did for Davkibb— The Boudoir of Biauty—The Cold Egg— The 
Improving Discourse— The Hath. 
I am not without certain secret misgivings with regard to the 
policy of going in heavily for Lady Helps. I should be inclined 
to advise, if yon want my opinion upon the subject, that one is 
enough to try at a time where there are many unmarried girls in 
the house, particularly if the girls are of mature age. 

I have no doubt that the ex- 
perience of married men may 
prove happier, and I should 
Imagine that a young Lady 
Help would be just what a 
middle-aged married lady 
would like to introduce into 
her establishment ; but, in the 
case of a household where 
there are unmarried* girls of 
a mature age, it is calculated 
to lead to unkindly feelings, 
and possibly even come to 
slaps. 
At the same time, it must 
taJkwed that nothing could 
nJptcorLsiderate than the * 
behaviour of Rosabbl and 
Ausoba towards the Girls. 

The truth is, the Girls 
have not been brought up to 
domestic duties. Bathseba 

at an early age went in for BoaABKL 0H NuRgIKO# 

old china, whilst Cassandba 

took to water-colours, and Ubsula to the four-finger exercise. In 
each branch of study one or other of the Girls excels, and in 
Berlin woolwork, in all its branches, I am ready to maintain 
that the Girls have no equals. 

There has, up to now, been no occasion for the Girls to per- 
form duties of a menial character. I sm not a man of large 
means, but I have a little independency, which fn titles me to 
cultivate the refinements of life, and I would prefer that my 
Bisters— the Girls— should continue to collect china (in modera- 
tion), to paint views (of adjacent scenery) in water-colours, and 
to practise the four-finger exercise (within limits). 

I must confess I sm surprised the Girls have not entered with 
more enthusiasm into this practical test of the question of Lady 
Helps, which theoretically has, to my certain knowledge, met 
with much approval at my own dinner-table. 

I trust I have made myself 
sufficiently understood to have 
avoided a possible misconstruction 
respecting the Girls' behaviour to- 
wards Rosabbl and Auroba. The 
Girls have made no open resist- 
ance. They would not venture to 
do so when I have once expressed 
J a wish, but there is a want of re- 
\ sponsiveness which, I fear, must 
tend to make Rosabel and Auboba 
feel uncomfortable. 

For my own part, I am doing 
all I can to cause a contrary im- 
pression. My first step has been 
to see that the dormitory allotted 
to them is equal to the occasion. 
The Girls appear to think that the 
spare bedroom we set apart for an 
occasional guest is not perhaps, the one that should be used, 
and Cassandba says, " Won't Dawxins's room do for them ? " 

I have a look at the room that did for Dawxins, and rather 
wonder it didn't do for her in another sense. Although there is 
rather a superabundance of roof to Dawkins's room^ which 
comes in contact with your head when you turn round if not in 
the habit of ducking to avoid it, there is a hole in the roof 
through * hich the rain is just now dripping. 
% The wir dow is, in itself, not a bad sort of window, if it were 



The Twins at It. 



• Commenced In No, 580. 



placed so that the light could get in through it, and it ought to 
shut an inch or two tighter. 

I suppose Dawkimb must have been rather tired of a night, or 
I don't see how she could have slept in that bed ; and I dans 
say she found it handier to lift her waahatand jug without a 
handle, or she might possibly have mentioned it 

I suppose, too, Tots of people don't care about having a soap- 
dish or a tooth-glass. 
If the Misses Montoomxkt are to occupy the disgraceful 

cockloft vacated by Dawkimb, 
we want the plumbers, glaziers, 
and painters here at once, and 
a cart-load of furniture to fol- 
low. Under these circum- 
; stances, I don't see how we 
can do better than allow the 
young Lady Helps to occupy 
the spare room for a night 

I have indicated their ap- 
artment to Miss Auboba, and 
■he has gone into it with a 
graceful inclination. Miss 
Rosabbl is at this moment ask- 
ing Bathseba for a couple of 
large-sized Baden bath towels, 
and has just suggested that 
the position of the toilet-table 
shall be changed to one more 
desirable as regards reflection. 
# # ♦ * 

; The morning meal is upon the 
table punctually to the very mo- 
ment we fixed upon overnight 
Auboba on Hash. j gjQ as ha med to say I my- 

self am not quite ready for it I wonder whether the Girls are ? 

The Girls are not, thank Goodness, and I am down first, and 
just able to pour out a cup of coffee, butter a bit of toast, and 
begin breaking the shell of an egg, before the first one descends. 

41 Really, Bathseba," I exclaim, "you must endeavour to be 
punctual. It gives no encouragement 1 " 

Batbsbba'b face wears an expression indicative of smouldering, 
as she silently helps herself to a piece of lukewarm bacon. 
Meanwhile, I go on with my lukewarm egg, and don't think I 
care for an egg at that temperature when only slightly cooked. 

If I saw my way clear, I think I should pocket this egg sur- 
reptitiously, whilst Batbseba was looking another way ; but an 
underdone egg with a hole in it is such a messy thing to carry ! 
Besides, there would be inquiries about the shell Suppose I 
leave the egg uneaten ? But I , - k 

can't very well do that ; it might '-- < 

hurt Auboba's feelings. * • 

I have been for a stroll across 
the hill, and had a sandwich at a 
house on the other side, and am 
now on my way back to lunch. 

As I open the street door I hear 
a Babel of female voices. Every- 
body seems to be talking at once ; 
but I have observed that this is 
the ordinary method of carrying 
on a conversation between women. _ 
Is it a row? No. The Girls are 
actually pal-ing on (if I may 

use such a term) with Rosabbl 

and Auboba. 

At this moment but one voice 
is audible. It is Auboba's, and 
she is expatiating on the advan- 
tages accruing from the proper seasoning of minced beef, [at 
which the Girls are expressing wonder and delight * -*4 

And now it is Rosabel, who is briefly running through the 
duties of a nurse, with the view to showing that a child need 
never cry if properly managed. How nice this is 1 What's that ? 

The Twins at this moment are howling their loudest upstairs. 
I mention the fact as I enter, and whilst Rosabbl goes to look 
after them, Auboba places the hash upon the table. * * .< 

" Now," cries Ursula, ecstatically, — " now, Major, you must 
taste this!" I do. I have. It tastes smoky. 



Tasting thb Hash. 
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THE SEVEN SINS OF THE SEVEN AGES OF WOMAN. 
(Being lasy Essays with an Easier HoraL) 

SOT THE SIXTH.— "THAT HU8BAHS OF HERS." 
What, may I perhaps be allowed to mildly inquire, is there, or can 
there be, of more awfully serious, more tremendously vital, more 
really and truly, and undoubtedly, and indubitably greater 
importance to every Lady than her Sixth Sin, videlicet — " That 
Husband of Hers?" 

What do I hear t Is it possible that you— you, dear Young 

Lady Reader, with those sweetly pretty golden tresses, that 
bewfideringly bewitching baby-face, and that smile, so " child- 
like and bland/' have just positively whispered, in that ever 
gentle and silvery voice, those two strange syllables which, placed 
in conjunction, form together tins strangely suggestive sentence, 

" Hie Money /" No, rio,rirn*# believe it ! Of a surety, you, 

my paragon of 

Young Lady Pets, 
must lino w better 
thantfort/Honey, 
indeenV.the Root 
of An EvU ! Fie! 
perish, oh, perish, 
sraoh paltry dross ! 
And what weight, 
I should like to 
be informed, can 
golden guineas 
bave when placed 
in the scales with 
a poor, but honest 
Hubby. Ah, yes, 
what, oh, what, 

indeed? No, I 

will not pause for 
a reply. For 
where, I should 
like to know, 
where is the Fe- 
male who is bra- 
zen enough to up- 
hold such a gilded 
religion? 

Again, what do 
I hear? Can that 
be only Echo 
which answers, so 
very distinctly, 
not "Where? 
Where ? " but 
"Here I Here IT 

Surely I must 
be mistaken; sure- 
ly no lady could 
have so unblush- 



THE PULL OF IT. 



give, ere sending you forth into the wicked, wicked world. 'Tis 
e'en this :— When you do Marry, be sure and do it with but one 
idea — one solitary guiding thought Yes, my beloved Clara and 
Sarah, when you Marry let it be for Love, and for Love alone." 
" Yes, oh, yes, dear Miss Minerva," murmured Clara, ecstati- 
cally, when I Marry 'twill be for Love, and that alone. Perish, 
I say, oh, perish, all ideas of base lucre, of horrid mercenary 
calculation ! " 

" Bless you, my dear ! " sobbed the wise old lady. " Act strictly 
up to those ideas, and your future happiness is indeed secured." 
" Well," said Sarah briskly, •• for my part, I don't quite agree 
with Clara. Surely you recollect the proverb, • When Poverty 
comes in at the door, Love flies out at the window.' My ideas 
are that it's simply Wicked Stupidness tying one's self up to a 
poor man." 
And 'twas in vain that the wise and worthy Preceptress strove 

to disabuse this 

wicked Sarah of 
her brazen 
opinion. 

Years rolled 
away, Clara and 
Sarah both mar- 
ried according to 
their respective 
ideas. 

It was only the 
day before yester- 
day that 1 diced 
for the first time 
at Sarah's hos- 
pitable board. I 
found Sarah's 
Hubby to be a 
remarkably plain 
and commonplace 
sort of man; he 
was also bald, and 
ran decidedly to 
corpulency. At 
the same time, I 
found him to be a 
good-tempered 
and wealthy man; 
whilst his pros- 
perity was re- 
flected in the 
handsome face of 
Sarah herself, 
who had become 
quite jolly and 
comfortable- look- 



Sentinuntal Young Lady. 



Oh, would that this could oo oh for xvbb ! 

[But hi is pretty well dead beat, otitis. 



'—so unmis- 

have declared her brazen intention of not " behaving as 

In case, nevertheless— in case there should, or could, or might, 
or ever may possibly exist anywhere such a brazen Person as to 
actually possess such terrible ideas with regard to her Sixth Sin, 
I will now proceed to illustrate most crushingly to tbat miserable 
Person the truly awful results following on putting those "ideas" 
into practical working. In the sincere hope, then, tbat every 
Young Lady Header will take it to her heart of hearts, and 
thereby profit muchly, I now beg to triumphantly produce my 
Crushing Illustration. 

Exactly, then (or thereabouts), twelve years ago, the two 
prettiest and most promising pupils of Miss Minekva Solon's 
Select Establishment for Young Ladies, Clapham Rise, left that 
respected lady's protective wing at the termination of the same 
quarter. As was the custom at Minerva Villa, the two pupils, 
who, I may here observe, were named respectively Claba and 
Sarah, were called into Miss Minrrva's room prior to their 
departure to receive the regulation glass of wine, slice of cake, 
and last exhortations of the respected Preceptress. 

"And now, my beloved pupils, Clara and Sarah," said the 
worthy lady, taking a hand of each, and speaking with a quite 
beautiful emotion, "I have only one more piece of advice to 



ing. 
•« Ah," said Mr. 

_________ Sarah, when the 

"~~T ladies had left us, 

<' I know my good wife didn!t marry me ' for Love,' as the idiotic 
saying goes; but then I was able to make her comfortable, and 
give her every luxury money could buy, and by this time I — ha, ha ! 
— don't think she quite hates me, you know. We never have a 
word, and, 'pon my eotil/are as happy as a pair of right-down 
regular turtle-doves. Now, there's her particular friend, Clara — 
Mrs. Coobiddy, you know. Well, she married Coobiddt because he 
had a sweet tenor voice, blue eyes, and lovely moustache — " For 
Love," in fact. Coobiddy only has a couple of hundreds a year, 
and 11 never have any more. She's had about enough of the 
moustache by this time, and the tenor's cracked. Poor Clara, 

she's got nothing else now, not even a glass of decent wine 

Just try this '34 Port ; it's Sarah's own favourite one, and, though 

I say it, it's really Al 

ItinuAl. * * * * * * 

Gentle Readers all, I hope you see the crushingness of my 

Illustration What do I hear? "Your moral's all wrong 

again." Pooh! How can one's morals ever go wrong ? Why, 
only just fancy such a thing ! 

The Thames Inundation. 
It would seem that Mr. Charles Warkir was quite wet enough the first 
night, yet Judy sincerely trusts he will live to be a wetter un. 
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BLOFXR'8 XALEVDAB AJTD THE EKPKROB OF BBAZEL 
The Emperor of Brazil, who is on the ere of returning home, is 
said to have left in various capitals no less than five assistant 
secretaries completely knocked up by the work whioh their too 
energetic master imposed upon them. His Majesty has seen 
almost everything, hut he still lingers. He feels that his visit 
will be incomplete if he leaves the hemisphere without copy of 
Slopkb'b K ale ndar . So he stays on, with a fresh assistant 
secretary, whose sole business it will be to explain all Slopeb's 
jokes. 

As It Should Be. 
The Bight Hon. W. H, Smith, M.P., we hear, has consented to 
be put in nomination for membership of the Shipwrights' Com- 
pany. Here is another instance of the manner in whioh the 
members of the present Government stand in happy contrast to 
the late Administration. 
In the hands of the new 
First Lord not only is 
every vessel in the navy 
sure to be in the best pos- 
sible order, but such is the 
Right Hon. gentleman's 
sense 1 of duty, that he will 
shortly be a ship right 
himself. 



at parties wear a pair of gloves between them ; that is to say, 
each gentleman wears one glove, and one only. But this is 
going in the direction of economy, rather than practising the 
virtue itself; for true economy never consists in doing things by 
halves. 



The Worst of All. 

A CORRESPONDENT with the 

Russian Army Bays that 
44 the commiflsanat ar- 
rangements are terribly 
bad, and that the Russian 
soldiers have not only to 
fight bard, but to fare 
hard as well" Unfortu- 
nately it is too often so : 
the worst kind of fare ever 
heard of is war-fare. 



Very Pnssy-bly. 
Some good-hearted people 
in Belgium have taken a 
useful domestic animal 
into their special protec- 
tion, and in oonsequenoe 
a society for the mental 
improvement of oats has 
been formed there. How 
a cat is to be mentally im- 
proved is a problem whioh 
few people are able to 
solve, but of course it all 
depends upon the method 
which is puss-ued. 

Imperfect Measurement 
The phrases "a stone's 
throw," " five minutes' 

walk," and so forth, are _____ 

frequently used as a mea- ~~~™ 

sure for short distances. The last thing out is, " within scream- 
ing distance of a baby." But this is an unsatisfactory idiom 
after all, for so much depends upon the baby, that no one can 
say how(l) long such a distance may be. 



The Same Thing. 
De4Ltno with the doctrine of confession, a contemporary thinks 
that no words are too hard for " the so-called priest who would 
as lightlv destroy the pure innocence of a young heart, as he 
would kill a bluebottle." The illustration, though curious, is apt 
enough ; for whether you confess, or whether you kfll bluebottles, 
in both cases you unbuzz-'em. 

What It is For. 
Our now familiar friend the Colorado beetle has made its appear- 
ance in the agony column 
of the Times, in the fol- 
lowing announcement:— 
" The Colorado Beetle.— 
Supporters of the theory 
that all created life was 
brought into being for the 
use of man, are earnestly 
requested to explain the 
utility to humanity of the 
above creature— Address, 
Scientific Inquirer, &o." 
There is no difficulty in 
answering the question. 
If it has no other object, 
this creature clearly 
serves to furnish with oc- 
cupation imbeciles who 
have nothing better to 
occupy their time. 

A Hint for the Csar. 
For the purpose of raising 
funds to carry on the war 
against Turkey, a tax of 
one hundred roubles per 
annum has been imposed 
on every piano in Russia. 
Whatever may be said 
against this course, there 
can be no doubt that a 
duty on musical instru- 
ments is not fixed with- 
out sound reasons ; al- 
though one would perhaps 
look to a tax on fiddle- 
strings as being more 
likely to provide the 
sinews of war. 



THE RIGHT WORD. 

"Would tou ltki a Nios Bath this Morriso, Sir? 



It 



Loaves and Fishes, 
is reported tbat the Manchester Aquarium has been sold bj private 



contract for the sum of £6,950, the purchaser being Bishop V a ugh a if, of 
Salford, who proposes to carry on the institution as an aquarium and 
museum. 

Of parsons 'tis said, that it alwayB their wish is 
To get a full share of the loaves and the fishes, 
Agreeing in this, e'en though discord may vary 'em :— 
Well, here is a bishop who owns an aquarium ! 

Hot the Genuine Article. 
The visitors at the fashionable Normandy watering-place, Dean* 
ville, we are told, axe " going in for the economic. Gentlemen 



He Doubt of It 

Sra Wilfrid Lawson 
thinks it is a sorry sight 
" ~"~' to see a farmer mounted 

on bis cob, stopping at a roadside inn for a glass of whisky. 
He does not understand how it is that a man cannot ride 
home from market without pausing on the road for an alcoholic 
stimulant Without venturing upon a learned explanation, is 
it not possible that the canter suggests the decanter? 

Why is suicide like a young Hindoo in India?— Because it's 
euthanasia (youth in Asia). 

Notice. — 3fo-wotrow, wiCP €e pufjfioftcD, 
"ALLY SLOPER'S COMIC KALENDAR FOR 1878." 
SPuff of TPtctuteo. twenty-four TPa^ea, ©we TPeuuij ; 
Todt Stae, 4id. " Ju3y" ©flice, ^3, 3tfc*t Street, 
JEoiiDou, Z.Q. ; and of eoetu TBoolcdeffet, Newaaaeut, 
and Tftaifwau TSoolcataff in tfte TVbtfi). 
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THAT RUSSIAN PRINCESS. 



the Rovhn tad; srat mmje.do.lly Into the room »» jwpru) perto'xd, u a/pd&Wa. J.ino In hor wrath," nrilimh 



led to know why the child had not 

w iad tho gentle Ruse. 'I tell you, 

Very well, then kill it— {tuez-Uf)' furiously exclaimed the Muscovite matron."— 



S. "Hubh!' 



4. "It's Oom, TOUR Eotal HlGHNCSSl" 



SHAMBFTTL AFFAT3L. 
A wxll-evowh and fashionably frequented theatre in 
end has recently been the aoene of a disgraceful ou 
petrated on the back part of the head of an elderly 
well known in literary circles and the principal m< 
police eourts. m 

The gentleman in question having got a seat in the 
of the stalls given to him, unwillingly parted with sii 
and sat down behind a pillar, and was not noticed foi 
time. Shortly, however, perhaps prompted by a pi 
able anxiety to know a little about what went on 
the curtain was up, the gentleman in question pro, 
his head, round one side of the pillar, and raked the 
with his off eye. He was then requested by a per- 
son behind him, in the front row of the pit, to 
remove/ his hat Upon his offering some slight 
objection, 'it was pointed out to him that he could 
walk in and out' with it on as much as he liked, 
and pass up the row with it on in front of the . 
ladies, as' other gentlemen are in the habit of 
doing, but that when he sat down he must take it off. - 

Upon, this the elderly gentleman got up and * 
pointed out that where he sat there was a draught 
that was enough to out his ear off. In answer to 



S. "Ban's oonnro again 1" 



1. "Hsbb'8 Hsb Royal Highness!" 



S. " Slavs, thotTLibst t " fqutlch t 




THE 0UTBA.QS1. 



objection urged, however, it was pointed out to the 

tleman that his ears were no ornament to him, but 

ler otherwise. Be then sat down andtook off his bat. 

L person connected with the management, who had 

onsiderable pecuniary interest in the suooess of the 

ma then being enacted, is now, offering a reward for 

>rmation calculated to. bring the. perpetrator of this 

gross outrage to justice,, it having been already 

decided in a court of law that Sloprr himself, 

though be swears he did not, would have been at 

liberty to advertise .his forthcoming '.'Kalendar" 

by posting it on bare places unprotected by law. 

He owns now that be acted wrongly in ejecting 

•A. Sloprr, accompanied by kicks; but he says you 

ought to have beard the people screaming with 

laughter all through the heroine's death scene. 

The "Kalendar" casually referred to above is 
A Slofir's, which will be published on Thurs- 
day next, the 27th instant. N.B.— Notice is 
hereby given that the ordinary traffic in the B.C. 
district will be entirely suspended on this day. 
Parties objecting personally to A. Slopir had 
better go to an uninhabited island on the 27th 
instant 



Many cannot ts * re 
Cocoas because they are : 
.with starch. Gadsury's Es- 
sence is Genuine; it is, there- 
fore, three times the strength 
ef these Cocoas, and a refresh- 
ing beverage like Tea or Coffee. 



PURE 

SOLUBLE I! 
REFRESHING!!! 



COCOA ESSENCE 



LIEBIG'S 
LIQUID 

EXTRACT OF BEEF. 

. In form af • win*, jpaiisring tho atM 
botei of tolld food. mniTh*Tinf?« 



ahleflftToar. This, tho _ . .__ 

moni, wfll fortUy tho feoMoat, and to m 
tinoqnSnoB to iavattda, twroSm by aaa 
or land, aad other*. Retail ta Oa*M of a 
doam,ftt38a. 



LIEBIG'S 
TONIC WINE. 

red toaJoa are m blooded Mto " — 



jjjwwr of onrtvaUod rtoha— ■ and poxttfl 
|^^ to to« oaa ditah. Ha ro^afSj5SV 

RoU1Tcwo <> o| 1 a r 



ffnpl* »«• aeat to aay Ralhvay 4t«tt«n tat 
tho UolMd KlnpdoB oa r o edpt of Poet- 



Publishei by the Proprietor, at 78, fleet Street, B.C. 



Offloa Order fur sot 

Stores, 12, Cloak Lace, E.C., and all Wine Peahy» 

Pointed by Wooovaxx. 6 Kinder, KDford lane, Strand, W.O.- Wrurrsday, September Se\18rT. 
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ALPHONSE DE POMPON'S DAY'S PHEASANT SHOOTING. 




"Man ami," Mid Alpbowss, the other ^ay, to 

| himself, to his chamber in Dean 8treet,Wo*' you 

hare gone all se summare, and not vonce snot se 

(Fox or hunted re vild Cocq Pheasant— you must ! " 



As Alphovpk hears that the height of 
the seasm for Pheasant Shooting is 
about the First, he wiU go in for that, 
and practises accordingly. 



To the delight of a 
Lady Lodger in the 
adjoining room. 



Having resolTed upon making 
Wimbledon Common the scene of 
bis exploits, he Invests In a Hunt- 
ing Costume, en royals. 



And, early In the morning of the 
First, starts. "Come on, Biixvxt 
'Ere's a preforming Mossool 
Hooray!'' 



He arrives on the Common, and waits several 
hours for Pheasants to turn up. They dont ; 
so he attempts a little practice at the Butts, 
Just to keep his hand in. 



But is eventually politely requested to leave by the Commanding Officer 
of a volunteer Firing Party. Alphowsb remarked to his friend, Oubtavb, 
that svening, " Out, mon ami, se militaire only could compel a Da Pompom 
to retire; but for sat, ah I I should have stopped and got a good bagel" 



A FEW PACTS RELATI 

Thk time hag now arrived when all* 
farther attempts at concealment are 
useless. A. Slopbb's "Kalendar" 
is before the world, and the world 
has pronounced its verdict upon 
that great work. It has been uni- 
versally allowed to be this year a 
more stupendous penn'orth than 
ever! 

Since last Thursday, when the 
first half million went off, A. Slopeb 
has been unlike himself, He has 
eaten oysters at his own expense at 
LTNM'sandboughtrareLondrescigars 
of Mr. Wkinoott which have been 
twenty-one years in bond — probably 
saving up for this great occasion. 
" Glasses round " are the two simple 
words with whioh he enters any bar, 
and the welkin never ceases ringing. 

People are going about now asking 
one another whether this kind of 
thing can last and there is some 
talk of having Slopkr photographed 
cheaply and hung up somewhere 
behind a doer, or something. 

In the meanwhile, whatever else 
you do, buy his " Kalendar." 

Beg, borrow, or steal the necessary 
penny ; or, if the worst comes, even 
work for it ; but get it somehow, and 
buy the "Kalendar." 

break [into the money whioh (you 



rour rent, and bay the "Kalendar." 
iur intended donation to your favourite 
charity by one penny, and buy the 
"Kalendar." 

No Eogli8hman*s home is com- 
plete without the " Kalendar." 

Tou may take A. Slopbb's word 
for the foregoing statements, whioh 
are mostly true. 

SOME KTTBB-80BT HMAJUC8. 

Girmav visitors to the metropolis are 
respectfully informed that the London 
Kurr-haus is situated at Mfflbank. 

If one of the convict witnesses were to 
cat up rough under his cross-examination, 
why would he resemble a oottage-loaf ?— 
Because he would be Kuan-rusty. If he 
were to turn surly, why would he be a 
dangerous lunatic ?— Why, because he 
would be Kurr rab(b)id, wouldn't he ? 

The detective's motto, / currit. Very 
free translation : I wanted Kurr to run 
away 1 

But talking of Kur-lers, have you seen 
a Kur-ious sixpennyworth relating to the 
Detective case? If not, ask for it and 
buy it ; it is capital 1 



8AINT SLOPER. 



Thb electors of Stoke-upon-Trent have 
reason to prefer Dr. Kbhsalt's um- 
brella to himself, because it is a shade 
better than himself. 

Thb Last Letter of Gladstone— E, 
to be sure. (He ! he I) 

It is not true that the Court of Arches 
is in the Adelphi. 
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THE TWOPENNY TWINS.* 

The Bold Soldier— The Colorado Beetle-trap— More of the Bold Soldier 

—Lunch—The Bold Soldier again— The Garden Watt— Altogether 

too much of the Bold Soldier. 
This is very nice! 

Of course I knew from the first that the Girls would not keep 
on acting unreasonably, bnt I waa inclined to think that their 
unreasonableness might have lasted longer. It was, I thought, 
possible that the Misses Montgomery had been rather too much 
of a shock to the Girls. Since then things have shaken down, 
and general joy prevails. 

This is very nice ! 

Hallo! 
* * * * 

A remarkably bold looking 
soldier has just passed by the 
house, tapping his ohm with 
the end of his cane, and ogling 
my upper story. 

A detachment of the Onety- 
oneth were expected to be quar- 
tered shortly in Hagglebury, 
our nearest market town. I did 
not know they had come down 
yet, but such is evidently the 
case. Bathsbba and Ubsula 
have entered into the matter 
with something like enthusiasm. 
They say it will make Haggle- 
bury quite gay, but Cassandba 
is inclined to think that the 
advent of red coats may tend 
towards carryings-on, more es- 
pecially in the case of the Hag- 
glebury servant-girls. On this, 
Bathsbba ver^ properly points 
out that the Hagglebury ser- 
vant-girls are staff and proper 
servant-girls, and not at all like 
the servant-girls elsewhere, and 
that if the soldiers come there 
with an idea of carrying-on, 
they will find that they have 
come to the wrong place. 

Meanwhile, what I want to 
know is, why that bold soldier 
ogled my upper story. Surely 
to goodness Bathsbba and 
Ubsula would not encour- 
age 

However, he is gone now, 
and I have an important letter 
I wish to send off this morning 
to the Editor of the Times, re- 
lative to a singularly simple, 
though curiously ingenious, 
Colorado Beetle-trap which has 
just occurred to me ; from which, 
when the Colorado Beetle has 
once got in, it will be absolutely 
impossible to dislodge him with- 
out breaking the trap. It is 
most extraordinary that this idea has never occurred to anybody 
before, and certainly I must lose no time in putting it down on 

paper. 

****** 

I have been much longer putting it down than I expected to 
be. Though the trap when made would be simplicity itself, I 
find that it has taken upwards of seven hundred words to explain 
it with anything approaching to lucidity ; and even now I am not 
quite sure that I could understand it if it had been written by 
some one else, and were read to me for the first time. 

Perhaps it will be best to defer sending to the Times to-day, 
and to take a walk over the hill and back just to clear my head, 
and then read the thing through quietly. 

I am half-way up the hill when I observe an object upon its 

• Commenced In No. 680. 



Thk Bold Soldiee, ; His Carryings-on 



brow, standing out against the sky aa though it were on the 
extreme limit of the earth in that direction, and must either 
topple over or turn back. It turns back, however, and, as it 
approaches nearer, I discover it to be the same bold military 
man again. 

But why the deuce is he coming this way? His way to Hag- 
glebury is over the hill in the opposite direction. Has he lost it ? 
It may be unnecessary to point out to the reader, who has the 
advantage of Mr. Chasemobb's somewhat flippant, though on the 
whole trustworthy, sketches to refer to, that my aspect when in 
repose is martial I have recently, however, suffered somewhat 
severely from my feet, and have not that firmness of tread which 
accompanied my movements on the tented field. As the distance 

between this same bold soldier 
and me gradually lessens, I 
pull myself together as much 
as possible, and, holding my 
head erect, step forth. 

I may be wrong, bat I am 
under the impression thai when 
this soldier's eye meets mine 
he will salute me. I shall 
then enter into conversation 
with him and ascertain par- 
ticulars. 

* * * • 

I was wrong, but it baa been 
the result of unforeseen cir- 
cumstances. I met his eye, 
but he did not salute me. At 
the moment I met it I kicked 
a loose stone with my big toe, 
and made a face. The bold 
soldier waa pleased to grin at 
this accident or the face I 
made, and he has passed on 
without any conversation being 
entered into. 

At this moment I hardly 
feel inclined for conversation. 
I am standing on one leg, 
nursing the injured toe in my 
hand, and I dare say I am 
making a series of faces. 

Looking after the bold 
soldier, I meet his eye as he 
turns his head. He is still 
grinning. 

• * * * 

My toe is better now.. I 
have been over the hill, and 
am now upon my way home 
again* 

I have cleared my head, and 
intend to go thoroughly into 
the Colorado Beetle-trap. It 
occurs to me that if the total 
destruction of the traps is an 
absolute necessity in every 
case of emptying, the expense 
of continually getting new 
traps may be urged as a draw- 
back. I must endeavour to 
meet this objection, however, without loss of time. 
Hallo! 

* * * * * i * s 

Accidentally looking through the parlour window on my way 
to my study, I observe the self-same bold soldier, with his lege 
much straddled, standing directly in front of my house, and again 
ogling my upper story. 

" Confound you, fellow 1 How dare you ? " 

He has not heard me, because the window is shut But he 
ought to see me shaking my fist Somehow, however, he doesn't ; 

and now he has gone on again, and . No, it can't be— yes, it 

is, though — kissing his hand I 

Upon my soul, this is really too bad of Bathsbba and Ubsula ! 

I cannot for a moment conceive that they have done anything 
to warrant such a liberty on the part of the said bold soldier, 
but what I complain of is their impudence in showing themselves 
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at the windows at all ; for I am aware, from experience, that the 
very smallest amount of encouragement is necessary. " Bath- 
sbba 1 Ursula 1 foe yon upstairs ?" 

They are, and they descend in answer to my summons. I fix 
them with my eve. There is decidedly an unusual colour upon 
the faces of both, and most undoubtedly they quail beneath my 
glance. 

Baihsbba, with an unwonted sprightliness, says : " Major, the 
Onety-oneth have arrived. There have been several pass by this 
morning. 

This is nice news ! Have the others kissed their hands too, I 
wonder? We shall have all the regiment down here at it to-morrow. 
Stay, though ; is it possible the Girls have been carried away by 
the novelty of the occurrence, and have not recognized this 
fellow to be the same soldier passing and repassing ? 

" What very fine men 



'exclaims Ub- 



they are! 

SULA. 

Upon second thoughts, 
I will not at present say 
what I intended to say to 
the Girls, but will watch 
the course of events. 

Lunch is ready now. 
How punctual Miss 
Auboba isl Irish stew, 
and yet how unlike any 
Irish stew I have ever 
tasted before. In feet, 
quite a pleasant change, 
with something of the 
flavour of alamode beef 1 
Henceforth our cuisine 
will not be wanting in 
variety. 

* * ♦ ♦ 

Thare was somehing 
in that stew beyond the 

of stew, and I realty now 
feel quite disinclined to 

r> into the Beetle-trap, 
will, therefore, go for a 
walk instead. 

I go across the fields at 
the back of my house, and 
compose my thoughts on 
my favourite stile till I 
feel rather sleepy, and 
then return. As I ap- 
proach my garden-wall, 
the sound of a musical 
voice falls upon my ear. 
It belongs to Miss Rosa- 
bel. She is reciting the 
poem of " Baby Bunting. 
Hitherto I have failed to 
see much poetry in B.B. ; 
but, now, how different ! 

If I thought she would 
not observe me, I should 
really very much like to take a peep over the wall. 

"Now then, old What's o'clock, none o' that!" 

It is the bold soldier tugging at my coat-tails. 

44 Leave go, fellow!" 

44 Not me. You leave the young gal alone, will you ? 
ought to be ashamed of yourself! " 



THE LATEST MISSTATEMENT. 

Paper Boy. Second Edishttr ! 'orriblb Slaughter o' thb Roosharb ! 
Qladbtorb 'argbd 'isselv ! 



I will 



You 



, Hothing Hew. 
Thb following announcement may be seen in a shop in a small 
street out of the Strand, near Somerset House : * Bread is Going 
Down." As wheat was recently going up, this is good news of 
oourse ; but then bread always does go down— in fact, nothing 
ever goes down like it 

A Botal Blue — King Indigo. 
Chbap Busses— Stolen Kisses. 
Floating Capital— The Obelisk. 



SOMETHING LIKE A "PHEASANT" TALE! 

Being another Eventful Day by the Undecided Gentleman. 

Sours— My Sitting-room. Timr— 10 a.m., Breakfast-time. Dramatis 

Pbrsoro — Mysetf, and Simmords (my man). 
Mtbrlf (loquitur). — Are yon quite tore, Simmords, that you're allowed 

sufficient time for the tea to draw ? Do yen really mean to tell me yon 

call that buttered toast T Why, where's the butter, I should like to know 

Now I'm certain, Simmords, that egg's a beastly Ostend-er New! 

laid! Pooh! Pshaw!! Now I do hope, Simmords, you've not let 

Mrs. Dubblkohin overdo my kidneys this time ; if there is one thing more 
than another thing I am particular about it's my kidneys ! And, Sim- 
mords, 'pon my soul, you know, I cannot stand that confounded pepper- 
box any longer ! do, there's a good fellow, try and get me one with a lid 

that will keep on And, oh ! I say, Simmords, will yon just look 

through the paper to see if there ain't any more " Atrocities " this morn- 
ing, because, don't give it me 
if there are, don't you know ? 
• * * • 

Now, 'pon my soul, you 
know, this is really too bad ! 
Just what I said, too. Of 
course, I knew I was right 1 
That fellow, Simmords, is 
getting as pig-headed as— as 
a regular pig, you know. He 
did not allow sufficient time 
— this tea is slop, simply 

slop! And all the whole 

blessed morning have I been 
looking forward to a good cup 
of tea to set me all right 

Bejlection (after a "pick- 
up" of curacoa and small 
soda).— Let's try and reflect, 
though, now, what the Doom 
it was I was trying to reflect 
about when I got back last 
night about having to make 
up my mind to do something 
this morning. Let's see, 

now. No, dash me if I 

can remember ! Let's try 

the Almanack, and see if 
thatJl remind me. Eh? What 

it to-day, though? 

Where's the paper ? Tea, 

Monday, the 1st October. 
Good. Now for the Alma- 
nack Now then— July — 

August — September— Octo- 
ber/ Here we are ! "Oc- 
tober. — SURDATS. FbSTI- 

vals. Natural Phrromrra 

ARD BrMARKABLR EYBRTS." 

Now for it." Mordat, 1st 
—Camb. Mich. Term.'* 
Bah ! " Tursdat. —Miss 
Bifmr Died, 1850. Eliza- 
brth Mortaour Died, 
1720." Pshaw!! Let's try 
another Almanack ! Here 
we are ! " October. — Br- 

MAREABLB DATS, &C. 1st, 

Mordat. — Pheasant Shoot- 
ing Begins." Jove 1 Of course ! Ye*,! that's it— that's the nightmare 
with the doose of a tail I had worriting all last night 1 

N.B. (on taking up pile of letters from beside plate). — 'Gad, and here's 
Tom Badorr's letter 1 Confound the fellow ! I wish to Goodness people 
wouldn't go sending one their confounded letters to read, and bother 
one ) Suppose I ought to read it, though Let's see, now. 

" Directly you get this, old man, bustle up ! Pop your rags into a port- 
manteau ; pop yourself into a hansom, and pop away down here like 
winking to pop away at the pheasants — without winking, though, by the 
bye. The dog-cart shall meet the 10.25 and 11.50 from Paddington. If 
you only catch the 11.50, the cart shall bring you straight to Bramble 
Bottom, where we lunch, and where, after that event, we've got up a 
stunning battue for the ladies to see some sport, so you can distinguish 
yourself, my boy. After that we're going to work old Billy Potshot's 
preserves, where you'll have a good opportunity of putting your best leg 
foremost, / can tell you, for it's a good half-dozen miles, and a nice up- 
and-down stiff country. You'll meet, among others, at lunch, that jolly 
Swabhtrotor girl — you recollect, the one with the Nose and loud laugh, 
who chaffedfyon so awfully about the mistletoe last Christmas— and she's 
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r- 4 * MixdiAXKkiiL ABitHXino. 

AoooBD»e to an old rhyme, multiplication used to be vexation, 
and the role of three wm always reported to be very proroking. 
If the Sohool Boatda hate not altered matters, these trials are 
still great " But, after alt" says a very much married individual 
of Judy's acquaintance^-" after all, what is the role of three to 
the role of one— especiaUy. when that one happens to be a 
strong-minded female?" This should be a warning to those 
heedless young persons who are "about to marry." 

~~ Punling the Celestials. ♦ 
Thb Chinese Ambassador has reoently inspected the works of a 
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part of the congregation in finding 



for all of them. 



How it Happens. 
As the finding of a stray torpedo in Portsmouth Harbour caused 
some alarm, owing to the supposed possibility of a few ships and 
some hundreds ofhyes being lost by contact with similar straying 
projectiles, it is officially announced tbat no such disaster could 
occur. The torpedoes with which practice is made from torpedo 
ships and launches are in every case dummies. Every part is 
perfect except their heads, which are empty. This state of the 
cranium, consequently, is also the characteristic of those alarmists 
who spread foolish reports. 

11 Two Hearts that Beat as One "— Shakspeare and Darwin. 

"I could a tale anfold."— Shakspkarb. 
" 1 ccmld a tail unfold."— Daewis. 



Cheek to the Csar. 
In a letter from St Petersburg, a correspondent says that the 
Empsbob of Russia asserts that he only entered on the campaign 
against the Turks, in which his armies nave fared so disastrously, 



"for his conscience 9 sake." As conscience, like an omnibus 
signal, is only an inward check upon tha outer man, perhaps this 
will explain why a potentate who feels the restraint of conscience 
so very keenly, should find himself brought to a standstill 

A Good Idea! 
Though we pride ourselves upon bang the first to carry through 
a social reform, our continental brethren are beating us hollow. 
A new police regulation at Weimar prohibits the opening of 
windows during pianoforte practising under a penalty of two 
marks. This regulation will strike everybody as being decidedly 
a "sound" one. At any rate, those whose ears have been 

saluted with the discords 
of would-be players, will 
admit that it is rerj 
salut-ary. 

A Fact for Sir Wilfrid. 
There is a great deal in 
sympathy, and in no con- 
dition of life are its sweet 
. effects manifested so strik* 
ingly as on tbcr doxhestie 
hearth. For instance, 
when a wife gives a good 
deal of attention to her 
mirror, how often does a 
husband take to his glass 
as well! 



Let TTs Hope Hot. 
What we all hope the 
money will not be whioh 
is to pay for the removal 
of Cleopatra's Needle— 
a sinking fund. 



From our Sporting 
Correspondent on Tour. 
•—Can a tip-up of the deok 
of that awful packet boat 
in the Straits be justly 
called a straight tip ? 



THE ONLY JONES. 



I 0B81RVB that tbe general 
impression among the serious 
critics respecting King In- 
digo, at the Alhambra, is 
that it is rather Ion* and 
doll. I never knew a piece at 
the Alhambra that was not ; 
yet that does not seem to be 
much of a drawback, because 
I have no reason to believe 
that a third of the audience 
ever listen. I myself don't 
think King Indigo is as- 
black as he has been painted ; and if he really is a bad sovereign, 
why, there is less likelihood of his being changed. Possibly, the ex- 
ponents of humour at the Alhambra are not the very funniest persons 
in the world. A rhymster, long ago, speaking of old Adelphi favourites, 
said, (< Wright's always right, Paul never palls ;" but I hardly think 
yon can say as much of Mr. Paultos. Miss Skliita Dblaeo is a great 
acquisition to the Alhambra company, and sings delightfully. The first 
night there was a four-legged donkey "what wouldn't go" off asain 
when brought on. He did not seem to care for King Indigo, King 
Carrot would probably have been more in his line. 



>r, 



ow 



lUeddijy 



11 ALLY SLOPER'S COMIC KALENDAR FOR 1878." 
Staff of TPtctuteo, Sfwettty-fbut TPa^eo, ®ue Teu,tty ; 
Toot Sfeee, 4id. " Judy" ©#ce, ^3, Stfeet Sueet, 
£avido\*> 8.S. ; atk) of every TBootaePfet, Newdoyeut, 
aud Tftaifway l&ookotaff tit tfie 'Wotfd. 
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THE LATEST HORROR AT THE OLD BAILEY. 



Youho Lady or Fashion. Do come along, 
Mamma, far Goodness' sake, or we shall miss 
some of the details. 



She's all right 1 She has got for share of 
front seat, anyhow I 



Absolute Neoessttits, if you would thoroughly 
enjoy the trial. 



s 



-^*5jtt« 



SsHVAjrr Girl. Oh, I've heard all you're 
got in your newspaper already, and more 

* "* """ d the You 



besidei, from Missus and t 



Young Ladles. 



Contempt or Court. —Offering hit Lordahip Sherry and 
dwiches. 



Sand* 



And what can I do for you on 
te see them hanged, 



Grandpa. 
your birthday, eh, little Missie ? 

Grandchild. Take 
Grandpapa, please I 



GLADSTONE AND JUDY. 
It Is not often that Judy finds herself on the tame platform with 
Mr. Gladstone. She does not agree with the right honourable 
gentleman— indeed, he does not agree with himself, and his 
utterances do not agree with each other. It would appear, 
however, that even the Member for Greenwich is not as bad as 
he might be. He reads his Judy. On Thursday, at Nottingham, 
Mr. Gladstone, speaking to fully 10.000, persons, made a long 
oration, referring to the condition of Greece among other things, 
and in the course of his remarks he said, — 

"'You may have seen in a well-known journal, not long ago, that I had 
been inciting the Greeks to make war, and all over the country I hare 
been shown up for having done this. The people have been egregiously 
taken in, and the comic writers hare been taken in, for here is a cartoon, 
as they call it, from a comic print, which exhibits me as inciting the 
Greeks to go and make war upoti the-Turks. ' It is a comic print named 
Judy. I received this copy (here the r right hon. gentleman displayed it 
over the platform railing) a certain time ago. The figure that represents 
me is a peculiar one, and the man who sent me the copy has written upon 
it, against the figure, ' What a'dmbolieal-looking fiend!' " . < 

Tbis comment is certainly rather hard upon 'the right hon. 
gentleman, but 'he has told us long since that he cared nothing 



for criticism. If, like all the rest of the world, good, bad, and 
indifferent, he profits by the moral lessons provided for him week 
by week in Judys pages, there is evidently still a ohance of his 
reformation. As for Judy herself, she 'will rejoice to be the 
means of doing good— even to so emtio a Radical. 






TO A MICHAELMAS GOOSE. 

De GootUbu* turn erf dUputandum. 
ONG have I watched thee tenderly, 
O Goose! 

Out on thy green Green, wandering 
all loose. 

What ! would they fatten thee, and 
then, goose, 

Let daylight into thee ? They 
would? Thedoose! 

Yet, shed not idle tears, .hap- 
less Goose! 

Because, you see, it ain't a bit of use ; 

And so to sickly sentiment a truce! 

Prepare the stuffing while I stick 
the Goose! 





Many cannot take 
Cocoas because they are i 
with starch. Cadbxjrt*s Eb- 
senoe is Genuine; it ia, there- 
fore, three tinies the strength 
of these Cocoas, and a refresh- 
ing beverage like Tea or Coffee. 



PURE 

SOLUBLE!! 
REFRESHING!!! 



COCOA ESSENCE 



Painless Dentistry.— Artificial Teeth. 




C. H. JONES, 

SUBGBON DKNTI8T, 
07, Great Russell Street., London. 

HM obtain* BrnTESmtj* Royal Lottow F*Wt 



i a i i 



ABTLFICIAL TEETH BY ATMOSPHERIC 
PRE88UBE. 
Pamphlet gratis and Post Free. 



Published by the Proprietor , at 78, Fleet Street, E.C. Printed by Woodvau, * Enron, MQford Lane, Strand, W.O.— Wkdhbsdat, October 3, 1877. 
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THE SEVEN SINS OF THE SEVEN AGES OF WOMAN. 
(Being Easy Essays with an lasier Moral.) 

snr THE bkvxhth.-- wAfiknre HIS 8UPPKBS." 
Fbw, indeed, if any sights are there in this world more thoroughly 
contemptible, more pitiful, and more wholly wrong than that of 
a Woman in the act of committing her Seventh Sin, i.e., 
" Warming his Slippers I " Woman, as every Woman with a 
properly regulated mind well knows, is Man's Bktteb Half ; 
should she not, therefore, make a point of always behaving as 
such? Surely, oh, surely! Should she, even for one little 
moment, forget this great and glorious fact, and lower her most 
proper dignity, as well as spoil the poor Male Thing, by per- 
forming touch a weakly fool- 
liflb, such a sentimentally 
silly act as looking after 
the comfort and well-being 
of that Male Things feet? 
Never, no never! For, 
indeed, the biggest mis- 
take, the wiokedest 8in of 
the whole Seven 8ins of 
Woman, is that one whieh 
exhibits her as « Making 
much at"— videlicet, at- 
tending to, or even think- 
ing one little bit about, 
the "little comforts" of 
that extremely inferior 
animal— " That Husband 
of Hers!" It is bad 
enough, in good truth, for 
some Better Halves to 
be obliged, by the tyran- 
nical law of the country, 
to have to acknowledge 
(before company) tome 
wretched Male Things 
to be their Husbands; but 
matters must indeed have 
come to a truly pretty pass 
when any Bktteb Half 
imagines it incumbent 
upon her to regard the 
Male Thing in such a light 
as to make tender inquiries 
after his " poor feet" 

Now there surely can 
be no possible doubt as to 
the soundness of the pre* 
cepts inculcated by the 
above Moral Remarks. 
Certainly not At the 
same time, I will proceed 
to demonstrate their sound- 
ness more conclusively, 
and absolutely overpower- 
inglv, by a graphic Illus- 
tration. Out of the many, 
many thousands of terrible 



VERY SATISFACTORY. 
Most undoubtedly his Lordship was correct A Pedestrian should keep 
to his RigKUhand Side when passing another, and this person frankly 
acknowledged his error when it was pointed out to him. 



which might illustrate the aJbove-alluded-to soundness, I 
will take but one ; for it, I flatter myself, will be found to be quite 
conclusive enough, and even more than sufficiently overpowering. 

I am going to point my Moral by taking the cases of two Young 
Ladies, one of whom acted strictly up to the above-given Precepts, 
whilst the other pursued exactly opposite tactics. 

Example No. 1 was brought up under the skinny, but highly 
genteel wing of The Honourable Virginia Vebouios, and received 
on the eve of her Wedding that estimable spinster's truly excellent 
advice respecting the treatment of hex Husband, and which 
advice was, indeed, couched in almost the identical words I have 
used above. 

Example No. ft, en the ether hand, was brought up by her 
lend Mamma, and on her Wedding Eve was given advice of a 
totally different character. 

•• And mark me, Anoiuna," wound up this most foolish old 
lady, M if you want to keep your husband at home, study his 
• little oomforta.' For my own part, I firmly believe all my 



wedded bliss resulted entirely from my never neglecting to 
4 Warm his Slippers ; ' he knew, poor dear ! that, at all events, 
there was always something to come home for." 
Now for the results whioh so effectually prove my " case." 
Take Example No. 2 first.— She is sitting in front of her 
dining-room fire, looking "A Picture of Content;" inside the 
fender are " His Slippers," comfortably " warming." A well- 
known Knock comes at the door ; a well-known Step quickly 
treads the passage ; a well-known Voice cries cheerfully, " Five 
whole minutes late, and so wet and cold ! " And then, as the 
Proprietor of the Voice gets luxuriously into his toasted slippers, 
he says, in quite an absurdly foolishly fond manner,— 
" By Jove ! Angelina, how is it that you never forget them ?" 

And then a glowing face, 
equally as absurdly fool- 
ishly fond, is upturned to 
him. "Can you not 
guess ? " She says, ever 
so softly, "Does it not 
serve to make me think of 
your 

Now for Example No. 1. 
— The time is also Dinner- 
time, but our Example, 
sitting in front of her 
Drawing-room fire, looks 
peevish and miserable, 
tf he seems to be listening 
for a knock at the door 
which never is coming; 
and it would appear that 
this is a frequent practice 
of hers The quarter- 
past seven chimes 

Then the half-hour 

Then the quarter to eight 

Then She pulls the 

bell with an angry jerk. 
"You can serve dinner, 
James," she says to the 
servant ; " Your master, 
I suppose, is dining aga n 
at the Club 1 " 

But then, as She goes 
down to her solitary meal, 
does that reflection in the 
mantel- glass strike her for 
what it is I For, if not 
that the Ghost of an Us* 
fulfilled Happiness look- 
ing out upon her with 
great pitiful eyes ? And, 
oh ! wnat wan Spectre of 
What Might Have Been 
is that peering out at her 
so mournfully frdm a dis- 
tance now, alas ! so far, so 
far removed? 
* * * * 

What do you say ? 

" Your Moral is all wrong again." Really ? You don't mean to 

declare that positively, do you?......Fou do ? Very well, then 

I'll be hanged if I go in for having Morals ever any more 1 And 
isn't it muoh easier to be without them* Come, now I 



Quite Another Thing. 

It is a common proverb, and indeed it is the creed of the homes- 
opathist, that like cures like. But there* is one thing as to whioh 
neither homoeopatbist nor allopathist has pronounced an opinion, 
and that is, what cures dislike. 

What we may Come to. 
In the list of subscriptions to the Indian Famine Belief Fund 
we find the following entry from Liverpool : — '' Fines in a family 
for the misuse of the word ' awful, 1 £1." It is to be hoped that 
this is only an isolated case ; for if all the families where words 
are misused are perforce to become contributors to the Indian 
Famine Fund, before very long there will be a famine in England. 
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HAD HIM THERE! 

Brown, {looking oeawardt), an impecuniovj, diuoluU, ne'er-do-wed. What I comtemd is, that it's ehouoh to make amy Man 6atage to ub all thj* 
Momey bkivq Subscribed fob a lot or sick or bobby Tubkmh Soldiers ob Fugitive Peasants who have mot a Hubt to bhow for it. Take my Case : 

THEY WOULDN'T SUBftCKIBB A BBAftB FaBTHIMO FOB ME IF I WEBB STABYIVQ— 

Bobinton (interrupting). Pabdoh me, but I don't see the Amalooy. If people Subscribed Money fob the Bashi-Baeouee, I would owv vou had a 
Gbievamge. {But to thit day Bbowm can't see it. 



THE WHALE OF WESTMINSTER: 
A Dirge. 
"Fob some days pact the Westminster Aquarium has boasted a whale of 
iU own. It was caught off the ooast of Newfoundland, and thence con- 
veyed to New York ; there it waa placed in a large box in which it waa 
banked up on each aide by huge maatefl of fresh seaweed, while pure salt 
water from the ocean itself was perpetually pumped over it A few days 
ago it was brought up to London in a large tank, and was turned headlong 
into a sort of well specially provided for it at the Aquarium. Now the 
poor Whale is dead So passes away the famous Whale of Westmin- 
ster, as it may hereafter be known in history. M —I>ai/y Telegraph. 

Thi Whale of Westminster is dead ! 
No more 
In the cold seas of distant Labrador 

Shall he be frisking, 
Where eager whalers range the ocean o'er, 
By all its perils setting little store- 
Its dangers risking 1 

The Whale of Westminster is dead I— 
With whales 
An awkward kind of tenderness prevails : 

Their lot's a bad one; 
la every place some foe their life assails, 
Which makes the end of Cetacean tails 
So oft a sad one 1 

The Whale of Westminster is dead! 
Despite 
The care they took to ship him off aright 

When they had caught him ; 
The hopes they formed, as anybody might ; 
The tank they made, by working day and night, 
While home they brought him ! , 



The Whale of Westminster is dead! 
In vain 
The home prepared for him with so much pain 1 

Though eels they gave him 
He ne'er took kindly to his new domain, 
And eel-longated life did not obtain : 
For none could save him 1 

The Whale of Westminster is dead 1 
But though 
Admiring friends declare his loss " a blow, ' 

Grief's unavailing ; 
Blows come from whales, and all things here below : 
And those who miss him most, had better go 
Elsewhere a- wailing ! 



Hot an Advertisement. 
What is the best insurance office for a newly married man ?— 
The Alliance, of course. (By the way, though, a newly married 
man, if he be possessed of any sense, will take care to insure 
before he becomes such.) 



Interesting to Young People. 
Rather a slow kind of sweethearting— Courting investigation. 

"Words-Words!" 
Some person with, a good deal of time on his hands has asserted 
that the address to the jury in the Penge case by Mr. Justioi 
Hawkins consisted of sixty thousand words. Without wasting 
more time than has been wasted already, it is not possible for one 
to say whether the statement is true ; though the person who 
is responsible for the calculation is evidently an authority on 
•« summing up." 
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OUB SPECIAL SPECIAL AT HASTINGS. 

If.M.*~JU was sent down, and told to and up something "Funny." 

Hastings, 9th October. 
Abetved by the LB. & 6.C. Bailwsy express train with unusual 
punctuality, not more than three-quarters of an hour after the advertised 
time. Drove immediately to the Queen's Hotel, which is 

[We omit the remainder of our Correspondents long sentence about 
this hotel, as it partakes of the mature of an advertisement. — Ed,] 

Certain peculiarities of position, situation, and population, will be sure 
to strike the intelligent visitor. Bastings, it will be remembered, 
was the landing-place of the Conqueror, who, after his battle with 
Ha bold 

[We are compelled to omit the next twenty sides of our valued Cor* 
respondents letter. He has evidently been reading the (hide-book, which, 
though very entertaining and instructive, is hardly what we require — Ed.] 

But to come to matters of 
immediate 



interest 
Hastings is eminently a place 
of open doors and open win- 
dows ; and in these respects 
alone resembles its aristocratic 
neighbour, St. Leonards-on* 
Sea. The latter, extending for 
nearly three miles along the 
coast 

[We reaUv must omit (he 
ne*t three sides of MS.— Ed.) 

As already observed, the 
Bathing here 

[Another compulsory omis- 
sion. — Ed.] 

And, but for the obtrusive 
presence of Tom, 'Abet, and 
Ifowix — fcr whose entertain- 
ment the nigger minstrels, 
the Whitechapel arab in his 
native costume, the Italian 
improvisatore from Leather 
Lane, and the Bounding 
Brothers of South-West Al- 
geria, seem to have been 
especially imported — the 
shingle in front of the Grand 
Parade would be really de- 
lightful—when you hadn't to 
walk upon it. 

In the matter of refresh- 
ment and entertainment, 
liquid especially, I may cor- 
dially recommend— 

[No ; we cannot stand this. 
Meien pages of laudatory re* 
marks concerning the hotels, 
taverns, and billiard-rooms 
patronised by our conscien* 
tious Correspondent are quite 
too much. He may be impar- 
tial, and we are certain he is 
generous, but the proper posi- 
tion for the matter deleted is 
the second page of Judt, where 
it can be inserted with all the 
advantages of prominent type. 
Advertisements received ~ ~~ "" ~" ~~ 

through our recognized agents, — Ed.] 

A walk over the West Hill to Fairlight Glen, and then back, by way of 
the fields, over the East Hill, with the sea below yon the whole of the 
distance, is something to remember for a lifetime. Of course yon will 
take a draught of cold spring water at the Dripping Well, and patronize 
the grey-bearded old impostor who describes the place ; and, equally, of 
course, yon will purchase photographs of the lovely scenes in and about 
Fairlight. This exquisite bit of Nature 

[Guide-book again. Twehe sides of copy ruthlessly destroyed. — Ed. ] 

And then the Caves— said to have been made by the smugglers in the 
good old days, but evidently excavated for the sand which was there ; and 
the Pier, on which there is a nightly concert under the able conduct of— 

[Mr. Marriott really mutt advertise if he wants to be particularly 
mentioned. We cannot allow even our erudite Special to pug all his 
friends free gratis for nothing.— Ed.] 



BULBS AND BEGHTLATIONS 

To be observed in the Conduct of Future Trials for Murder (if 
any) at the Old Bailey. 

1. In Bumming up m Judge, failing to find anything to say in 
favour of the prisoners at the bar, to invent something. 

2. No point of law to be decided without previously consulting 
Mr. Chables Rbadk. 

8. Mr. Reads s law to he received as the law, whether anybody 
else's law or not 

4. Any case with " a woman in it M to he attended hy men 
only ; and it not to be at all necessary that they should attend 
from any other motive than that of curiosity. 

5. Juries of matrons, when required, to he superseded by 
juries of bachelors. , 

6. 8trangers to he 
searched on entering court 
for ohampagne bottles and 
comic papers. 

7. Any prisoner faint- 
ing, crying, or making 
any scene whatever, to be 
immediately let off. 

8. All adverse verdicts 
to be reversed. 

9. It to be taken for 
granted the Judge knows 
much less of the subject 
than any one else. 

10. No medical gentle- 
man te be allowed to write 
his opinion to the papers 
fof any other purpose than 
that of a cheap advertise- 
ment for himself. 

11. In the case of a 
person found with his head 
cut off, and three cannon- 
balls in his interior, mi- 
croscopic search to be 
made for the existence of 
some disease which may 
account for his having 
died rather suddenly. 



A PROMISING BOY. 

Pond Father. Why, I deolaee, sis has Gbown Out or Knowledge I 
{And tht Schoolmaster left it there, and did not say he never had any to grew out of. 



The Paction raised by the Government owing to their Admiralty 
Appointonent—Satis-factioo. 
Vert Much Engaged— Married. 



"CERTAINLY NOT!" 

Did fou ever know the sub- 
ject ii " Sport " brought up 
in any mined company when 
every One present, however 
perfectly ignorant, did not set 
himself up as an authority 
upon the same ? 

Did you ever know a Pater- 
familias who ever really en- 
joyed his " annual outing at 
the seaside " f 
Did you ever know a Snob 

1 ■ ■ who did not produce with a 

flourish the only baronet of 
his acquaintance upon every possible occasion 1 
Did you ever know a Young Lady who did not prefer port to claret 1 
Did you ever know a Landlady of Furnished Apartments who owncl to 
having more than "just two or three blaok bottles" 1 

Did you ever know a Young Lady at an Evening Party who, when you 
had poured only a few drops of wine into her glass, did not declare that 
" that was plenty, thanks," all the while fully intending you to fill it up 
to the very brim ? 

Did you ever know a Young Lady confess to being more than "twenty- 
nine last birthday " ? 

Did you ever know any one who has not seen Our Boys at least once ? 
And, lastly— 

Did you ever know any single solitary person who has not bought at 
least one copy of Slopeb's " Comic Kalendar for 187S " T 



Oak a lady who is in love with a clergyman be properly said to have 
pulpiUtion of the heart ? Oh, nonsaints ! 

A friend in the country wishes to know how "Albert Smith man- 
aged to get the "assent of Mont Blanc" to his le 
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THK MAJORS CONSIDERATION. 



THE TWOPENNY TWINS.* 

Emit Bold Soldier (for the present)— Triumph of the System of Lady 
Help*— The Happy Diecovery—The PUatant Evening. 

The bold soldier has gone about his business, and we are going 
on most satisfactorily. 

I have not deemed it necessary to refer to 'the .bold soldier 
the presence of Miss Rosabel, or before the Girls. 

A certain amount of disrespect manifested by the'bold soldier, 
may possibly be reported at the proper quarters, but, at present, 

^— >»w <^^» * ne matter w under my 

1 * '' ^ ^^^^ consideration, and me 

£ alone it concerns. 
£ The bold soldier, at 
^ any rate, has temporarily 
departed, and, unless he 
comes again, I am in- 
clined to allow bygones 
to be bygones. 

Meanwhile, I narrowly 
watch the conduct of the 
Misses Montgomery and 
the Girls, and I see no- 
thing in the former to 
lead me to suppose that 
they, at any time, were 
conscious of the bold sol- 
dier's existence. In the 
latter, however, there is 
possibly less steadfast* 
ness of purpose, and I 
observe that the Girls look out of window a good deal, though, 
at present, I sm unable to decide whether they always did do So, 
or that the habit has been but recently acquired. 

# ♦ * ♦ * • 

In other respects, nothing could well be more satisfactory than 
the way we are getting on— on the new system. •* 

We are now unanimously agreed that we never will return to 
the irksome bondage of the past ! In the Dark Days of Dawkins, 
when Dawkins cooked for us, and washed, and brushed up for 
us, it was positively dangerous to approach Dawkins with even 
a suggestion, and it must have been a bold individual indeed 
who would have ventured to lay a hand on Dawuks's house- 
work. How different now ! 

In the morning the Girls assist Miss Auboba in preparing the 
breakfast, washing up the breakfast-things, and making the beds, 
and there is not one unkind word 
— one cross look. 

Again, in the nursery, over 
and over again, one girl will take 
one Twin, and another the other, 
and bath and bottle him, whilst 
Miss Rosabel looks on with 
pleasant smile. 

In the Dark Days of Dawkins 
it was as much as your life was 
. worth to ask for your shaving- 
water before Dawkins brought 
it, should you, in consequence of 
Tour watch being wrong, fancy 
Dawkins had forgotten it. Now 
you can go out upon the landing 
and call half a dozen times for it 
without giving offence. 

Again, would Dawkins ever 
have allowed you to carry your 
own coals upstairs? No. Whereas 
now I invariably do so, without the slightest approach to discussion 
upon the subject 

It may be here mentioned that this experiment of oars, of 
the employment of Lady Helps, has created a profound sensation 
among the neighbouring gentry, and, with the exception of Lady 
Taltobkinoton (who still labours under the impassion that I 
am deranged), we have had visits from all the best families, and 
have been literally overwhelmed with inquiries. 

If everything continues satisfactorily, it is possible that the 
ordinary servant-girl will entirely vanish from the domestic 

9 Commenced in No. 580. 
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circles in these parts; and I have already begun to prepare a 
letter to the Editor of the Timet , which, when it appears, will, I 
have reason to believe, cause a profound sensation. 

****** 
An idea has just occurred to Cassandra,' and she trips into my 
study to communicate it 

" Major," she says, " I have just made 'a most delightful dis- 
covery! Dear Atjboba is an accomplished musician. This 
evening the Robinson girls are coming, and Mr. Jackson and 
Mr. Johnson. Supposing, after tea, we have dear AffaoBA up to 
play to them?" 

The idea appears to me to 
be an admirable one, and I 
readily acquiesce. The Robin- 
son girls are well-meaning, 
and act according to their 
lights, but their range of 
vision is limited, and their 

experience small. They are, f 

in fact, just exactly the kind | 

of persons who would natur- 
ally be prejudiced against 
anything partaking of the 
nature of innovation, particu- 
larly when on a scale of such 
magnitude as the employment 
of the highly educated on the 
maid-of- all- work system. I 
shall look forward to tbis 
evening, and anticipate tri- 
umphant results. 

****** 
The companv having arrived, Bosabbx, during a temporary 
lull among the Twins, has opened the street door. The Robin- 
son girls sail past her without taking any notice, but I observe 
that young Jackson, who accompanies them, opens his eyes very 
widely. 

Old Johnson comes alone shortly afterwards, and is a long 
while hanging up his hat and overcoat 
A u bora brings up the tea. 

Hitherto we have made no remark. We have allowed the 

company to gaze, but have maintained silence. When, however, 

the tea-things are removed, I state the case, and I have reason 

to believe that the company are rather surprised. 

The eldest Miss Robinson Says, " Don't you find it rather 

awkward to decide how to treat 
this olass of persons? " 

" Not in the least," I respond ; 
" we treat them as though they 
were our own family." 

" Oh !" says the eldest Miss 
Robinson. 

I fancied that would surprise 
her ; and I continue with a quiet 
smile. — 

44 You may have observed the 
faultless way in which the tea 
was made and handed round. 
We will, with your permission, 
allow sufficient time to elapse for 
the tea-things to be washed up, 
and then summon Miss Auroba 
—our cook and housemaid— to 
oblige us with a selection from 
the beauties of Bbbthoven on 
the pianoforte." 
" Bless me 1 " says Mr. Johnson. 

****** 

The time has come. The tea-things are washed up. We 
have had some of the beauties of Bibtsovbn, and other dis- 
tinguished composers. We are now having a soprano song from 
the latest Opera. Old Johnson is listening entranced, and young 
Jackson is hanging all ever the piano. 

The) ttesjurso* girls don't seem very rapturous. Prejudice 
again. 

The other Girls are looking a little solemn. 

Auboba shows signs of leaving ofL 

" Qo on; oh, pray go on ! " says young Jaokson. 
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•HEN, INDEED P 
The Society for le- 
galizing marriage 
with a deceased 
wife's eater, in- 
tend, it is an- 
nounced, to make 
a great posh in 
the next session of 
Parliament to at- 
tain their objeet. 
It is hardly likely 
that they will sno- 
oeed in getting 
Parliamentary 
sanction to a wid- 
ower's marriage 
with his sister-ia- 
law ; but when 
shall we see a bill 
passed which will 
enable a man to 
live in the same 
house with his 
mother-in-law ? 



GOOD 



Basin-able 
Supposition. 
The present war 
has brought out 
the fact, now ad- 
mitted even by 
their opponents, 
that the Turkish 
soldiers not only 
fight well behind 

stone walls, but 

are formidable ad- ' ~ ~~ 

versaries iu the open field, and stick to their enemies with great 
tenacity. Perhaps it is this capacity for sticking which has won 
the Turks so many pitched battles. 



Jim. I sir, Jack, although wk are down 

CONTINUALLY WEAR _HAT AWFUL 0-D HaT ! 

Jack. Bioausb xr Win said bhs would sever ooxs with xk until I ost a New Ons ! 



NOTHING WHATEVER TO DO WITH IT. 

The following little story is not a Penge case in point, of course, 
but it is rather funny:— 

"Comment qua va, ta femme?" asked one French rustic, 
meeting another. 

"Dame! j' vas t* dire. J*ai 6te* voir le medecin qui m' de- 
mande trente francs pour l'operation qu'i' faudrait pour la 
guenr. Mais, en revenant, j'ai cause ave V bedeau qui m'a dit 
qu' renterrement ne me reviendrait pas a pus de quinze francs. 
Dame 1 je trouve que c'esk ben meilleur marche. Qu'e qu' t'en 
dis?" 



Anether.Buggestion 
for a Statue. 

It has been pro- 
posed to erect a 
monument to Mr. 
Roebuck duriag 
his lifetime. The 
recommendation 
comes from a cler- 
gyman, who sug- 
gests that the 
workmen of Shef- 
field should erect 
a statue ot"Tear- 
'em; with the 
dosing words of 
his Cutler's Hall 
speech inscribed 
on the pedestal — 
"Peace/peace, my 
countrymen ; bat 
don't be afraid^ of 
war." The sug- 
gestion is a good 
one, although, for the matter of that, a statue might also be 
erected to the Emfebob of Russia, with the inscription " Piece, 
piece, my countrymen ; and a large piece too " (of Turkey, of 
course, when he can get it). 



Aooobdino to re- 
port! from the 
City, a plethora of 
money is sending 
everything down. 
The influence of 
this state of things 
is felt so univer- 
sally all over the 
oountry, that even 
the leaves are 
falling. 



REASON. 

at this Outlandish Place, why do tou 



Not Analogous— Turkish tobacco and the pipe of peace. 
Pocket Filters — Holes. 
The Rest of the Royal Family— Sunday. 
Vbby Appropriate— Sfbatt's food at the Aquarium. 
Dikeb a la Ruse— A. Slopeb's, when he forgets to pay for it 
A vbbt Retiring Address— The Czab's next address to the 
Russian army. 
The Roar Material— Slopeb's " Comic -Calendar." 
Pbesemts of Mind— Slopeb's Works. 



ALWAYS RIGHT. 



1. "My dear boy," says Numby to Bottino, "I can always tell 
by the carriage, the style, the shape, the air, the— the ' contor ' 
of a lady walking before me, if her features are beautiful/' 



2. "Now, then, 111 make you a 
bet that that fair creature iu front 
of us has the face of an angel I" 



8. The bet being made— — 



4, He, of course, part like 
a man. 
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THE MASSACRE OF ST. MICHAELMAS. 

(JUST OYER.) 



Lots of Headers 111! 



and she was a pretty little Goose ; 



S. And in the end it was bad for the Ganders. 



PUBLIC OPINION. 

" When public opinion is so pronounced as in the present in- 
stance, it deserves at the hands of the proper authorities deep 
consideration."— The Writer of a Letter to the "Daily Tele- 
graph. 

To Jtot. 

Madam,— I have been many times starved to death, The 
symptoms are similar. Shixb. 

Rental Oreen. _ _ 

Madam,— Several of my pupils were taken that way. I attri- 
buted it to the brimstone and treacle. W. Squbbrs. 
Dothebofe Ball 

Madam,— I am quite up to the rigs of Brown. Hang her ! 
Fetter Lane. Elizabeth Browneiooe. 



Madam, — As I invariably make a [mess of it myself, I should 
feel rather pleased to see Hawkins in trouble. J. Jones, J.P. 

Elunderbury Town Hall. _ _^___ 

Madam, — I am perfectly ignorant of the details of the ease, 



but should feel much obliged if you wonld print my name and 
address in full D. Djdgkrson, F.R.C.S. 

1, Puffer Place. ^ 

Madam, — There is but one way of getting at the truth. Bay 
the '•• Kelendar." A. Slopkr. 

State Apartment f t Windeer Cattle. 



Tempting. * 
The Irish Obstructionist, Mr. Paenexx, addressing a meeting at 
Paisley, is reported to have said he would promise, for himself 
and Mr. Biooab, that if the Government would next 8ession 
devote sufficient time to settling the questions of the Irish Univer- 
sity and intermediate education and the assimilation of the 
borough and municipal franchise, they would not go near the 
House of Commons the whole Session. There are people in 
the world so far out of 'the reach of ordinary argument, that it is, 
alas, unlikely the Government will accept this munificent oner ; 
though really the temptation is all but irresistible ! 



Ho Doubt. 
It is said the real cause of the death of the White Whale, at the 
Aquarium, was through its " mat " life on the voyage. 



fXany cannot take ordinary 
Oooom became they we mixed 
with starch. Oadsuby's Be- 



CADBURYs 

COCOA ESSENCE 



{•tannine; ttli,thet»- 
foi», tone Him to. itmigth 
of th«M Omom, and . nfgtah- 
lag berenge like Tn or Coffee. 



FUSE 

SOLUBLE !! 
REFRESHING!!! 



LIEBIQ'S 
LIQUID 

EXTRACT OF BEEF. 



•tnoquAium to tarelldi, 
or land. m4 ottaft. 



» foriSo^iuul Is a 
E«*& la Omm ofa 



LIEBIQ'S 

TON 10 WINE. 

Stall In Oum of *4omo at 30a. : aawitad 
■amnio ea* o aoat to an? BaDway SUttm fa 
£0 UalMd Clonic* «m«t of ~ ' 
0fno» Old* for**. 

Stores, 12, Cloak Lane, E.a, and all Wine Dealers. 
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